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REMARKS. 


»plbana. 

The  fame  arising  from  translation  bears  no  proportion 
to  the  labour.  What  is  good  in  one  language  may  turn 
out  indifferent  in  another,  unless,  indeed,  the  translator 
possess  the  happy  art  of  inspiring  his  version  with  the 
spirit  and  beauty  of  his  original;  a  further  difficulty 
presents  itself — every  nation  has  its  particular  tastes, 
modes,  and  idioms  ;  these,  therefore,  must  be  consulted, 
ere  the  dramatist  can  hope  for  success  on  strange  ground. 
In  the  pursuit  of  this  difficult  task,  an  author  is  some¬ 
times  led  into  many  whimsical  anachronisms :  the  phrase¬ 
ology  of  Bow-bells  has  startled  us  in  the  voice  of  a 
Chinese  Mandarin  ;  while  an  Arcadian  shepherd  has 
been  heard  to  court  his  mistress  in  the  florid  bombast  of 
a  London  apprentice,  amorous  and  stage-struck!  We 
have  been  surrounded  by  mosques  and  minarets,  when 
the  colloquies  have  indicated  the  neighbourhood  of  St. 
Paul’s  and  the  Monument ;  and  blown  our  fingers  be¬ 
neath  a  Russian  sky,  when  the  Dramatis  Persona?  (saving 
their  habiliments)  might  have  passed  for  the  spruce 
orators  of  a  Cockney  debating-society  ! — But  fairies, 
spirits,  and  the  like,  though  partaking  in  a  great  degree 
of  the  superstitions  that  belong  to  the  countries  in  which 
they  are  domiciled,  may  be  transferred  from  one  place 
to  another,  with  much  less  danger  of  shocking  national 
prejudices  than  material  beings  : — 

“  Ghosts  are  bat  ghosts;  and  demons,  demons  still — 

Alike  in  matter;  and  in  form  the  same — 

Hobgoblins  differ  only  in  the  name.” 
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Few  there  are  so  learned  in  Fairy-Land,  who  can  dis¬ 
tinguish  between  the  Eastern  and  Gothic  system  o*" 
tabling. — The  introduction,  therefore,  of  the  Peri  and  the 
Dives  into  the  region  of  the  Bright  Elves  and  the  Swart 
Elves  would  hardly  savour  of  incongruity  ;  while  the 
devil  (of  whatever  country  !)  would  stand  little  chance 
of  being  mistaken  for  any  body  but  himself: — 

“  Bat  most  to  thee,  O  Germany !  we  owe 

“  Oar  choicest  stock  of  rarities  below  !” 

For  her  music  we  shall  ever  remain  her  debtor,  had 
she  sent  us  no  greater  genius  than  Carl  Von  Weber ; 
for  her  novelists  and  dramatic  writers,  wre  may  be 
allowed  to  consider  ourselves  under  lesser  obligations! 

An  exception  to  the  almost  general  rule  adopted  by 
German  melodramatists,  this  piece  is  not  supernatural. 
We  have  an  enchanted  forest  and  a  mystical  cave  ;  but 
(*‘  mirabile  dictu !")  we  see  no  devils  !  Sylvana  is  never¬ 
theless  rich  in  the  materials  of  romance. — Rocky  scenery, 
pathless  woods,  Gothic  halls,  thunder,  lightning,  and 
Weber’s  music !  Nor  are  the  dramatis  personae  less  in 
unison  :  a  young  lover,  and  an  old  hermit;  a  talkative 
lout,  and  (apt  illustration  for  a  tale  of  wonder  !)  a  dumb 
lady;  a  tyrant  past  bearing,  and  a  real  bear  !  To  these  we 
may  add — an  interesting  story  ;  incidents  that  awaken 
curiosity,  and  keep  alive  attention  ;  dialogue  alternately 
serious  and  humorous;  and  respectable  acting.  Mr. 
Somerset  has  fairly  done  his  part:  he  has  taken  laud¬ 
able  pains  to  adapt  the  words  to  the  music  ;  a  difficult, 
and  not  always  grateful  task,  for  the  freaks  of  the  com¬ 
poser  often  lay  under  heavy  contribution  the  poet’s 
patience  ; — witness  the  many  breaks  that  occur  in  the 
rhyme,  and  its  apparent  capricious  and  unequal  measure. 

Of  the  music,  which  is  said  to  be  the  first  juvenile 
attempt  of  its  celebrated  composer,  we  can  hardly 
speak  in  terms  of  adequate  praise.  We  will  not  assume 
a  virtue  when  we  have  it  not,  and  affect  the  connoisseur  ; 
neither  will  we  (which  would  be  still  greater  affecta- 
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tion)  deny  ourselves,  in  the  jargon  of  craniology,  the 
organ  of  tune,  and  proclaim  our  utter  ignorance  of  music. 
The  difficulty  of  a  performance  is  not  always  the  surest 
criterion  of  its  merit.  We  remember  the  story  of  a 
mountebank  boasting  to  a  philosopher,  that  he  could 
stand  longer  upon  one  leg  than  any  body  else  ;  and  re¬ 
ceiving  the  very  cynical  reply,  “  So  can  a  goose!'’  The 
difficulty,  therefore,  of  doing  that  which  but  few  people 
can,  may  be  gratifying  to  small  ambition,  even  if  it 
deserve  no  higher  praise  than  the  Merry  Andrew’s  feat. 
We  respect  science  in  its  proper  place;  that  is,  when 
second  and  subordinate  to  genius  ;  and,  with  all  our  early 
prejudices  in  favour  of  melody,  and  the  English  school, 
we  can  admire  the  harmonious  strains,  though  some¬ 
what  ponderous  science,  of  Carl  Von  Weber. — The  open¬ 
ing  chorus  of  huntsmen  in  this  piece  is  a  fine  specimen 
of  the  musician’s  startling  animated  style,  and  an 
earnest  of  his  still  more  perfect  composition  of  a  similar 
kind  in  Der  Frieschutz. — The  base  song,  “  When  such 
a  Monster  on  the  Ground” — Count  Rudolph’s  grand 
scena,  “  When  will  this  aching  Heart” — and  the  duet, 
“  Go,  then,  and  bring  from  yonder  Cave,”  have  great 
merit ; — the  first,  like  Adelhart’s  scena,  and  the  trio, 
**  Death  to  the  Maid,”  in  the  third  act,  is  perhaps  too 
scientific  for  an  English  ear.  The  triplet  accompani¬ 
ment  of  the  bases  in  the  latter,  “  I  do  not  care,  sir,  e’en 
for  a  Bear,  sir  !”  is  particularly  characteristic  and  happy. 
The  tempest  chorus  in  G  minor  prestissimo,  and  the 
finale  to  the  second  act,  are  not  only  amazingly  difficult, 
but,  beautiful  compositions  ;  and  the  violoncello 
obligato  to  Sylvana’s  action  in  the  third  scene  of 
the  second  act,  expresses  most  powerfully  the  various 
passions  of  love,  recollection,  hope,  regret,  supplication, 
&c.  &c.  The  song  in  praise  of  Cupid  and  Bacchus, 
“  When  Bacchus’  Gifts  inviting,”  is  both  joyous  and 
brilliant. 

This  opera  was  excellently  well  performed;  the 
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scenery  and  dresses  were  gorgeous  in  the  extreme ;  and 
the  action  was  skilfully  arranged.  The  mirror  scene 
deserves  particular  praise,  for  the  very  able  manner  in 
which  it  was  got  up  by  Mr.  Giroux,  the  ballet-master  of 
the  Surry  Theatre,  and  played  by  Mrs.  Fitzwilliam, 
Miss  Barnet,  and  Miss  Graddon.  In  the  part  of  Ru¬ 
dolph,  the  latter  lady  evinced  great  musical  talent,  by 
executing  several  difficult  airs  with  considerable  force 
and  precision.  Miss  Helme,  in  Matilda,  also  merits  our 
praise  :  we  instance  her  scena  in  the  second  act,  (t  He's 
gone  !” — Mr.  Vale,  in  Jeremias  Crips,  the  boaster  and 
bear-killer,  a  part  very  cleverly  written,  was  highly 
entertaining;  and  Mr.  Bromley,  in  the  aged  hermit, 
delivered  the  somewhat  lengthy,  though  indispensable 
narration  in  the  third  act,  in  a  manner  equally  chaste 
and  impressive. 

D - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  arc  given  from  personal 
observations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left  ;  F.  the  Flat,,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage  ;  I).  P.  Door  in  Flat  ;  R.  D.  Right  Door  ; 
L.  D.  Left  Door;  C.  1).  Centre  Door;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance ; 
U.  E.  Upper  Entrance. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right  ;  L.  Left;  C.  Centre  ;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

*,*  7  he  Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage, facing  the  Audience. 


MEMOIR.  OF  MISS  GRADDON. 


Ladies  and  music  are  not  to  be  dated  :  we  shall  adopt 
thus  rule  in  our  brief  sketch  of  Miss  Graddon.  When 
this  young  lady  was  born,  and  where,  we  cannot  possibly 
tell;  but,  as  far  as  we  can  guess,  we  don’t  know. 
For  this  omission  we  hope  to  be  pardoned  on  the  score 
of  gallantry  ;  though,  to  speak  truth,  we  had  rather 
make  a  hole  in  our  memoir  than  our  manners.  Miss 
Graddon  was  engaged  as  Prima  Donna  (hail  !  star  of 
Brunswick  /)  at  the  new  theatre  in  Goodman’s  Fields, 
and,  as  it  fell  out,  had  a  narrow  escape  when  it  fell  in. 
For  some  years  she  has  been  a  favourite  singer  at  Drury 
Lane,  where  she  still  continues.  Her  voice  is  both 
sweet  and  powerful;  and  her  air,  on  the  stage,  modest 
and  unassuming.  Indeed,  her  acting  would  be  im¬ 
proved  if  she  threw  into  it  a  little  more  spirit,  and  re¬ 
membered  (what  some  vocalists  forget)  that  she  had 
something  to  say  as  well  as  to  sing.  This  may  be  con¬ 
sidered  as  a  sort  of  Irish  memoir  (“and  here  a  simile 
comes  pat  /”),  like  the  Beggar’s  Opera,  without  the 
songs.  Messrs.  Wageman  and  Woolnoth  have  so  suc¬ 
cessfully  exerted  their  talents  in  the  delineation  of  her 
face  and  form,  that  we  forbear  to  touch  upon  either. — 
Happy  the  theatrical  beauties  who  fall  into  such 
hands  ! — 

“  What  Wageman  has  painted  with  fingers  so  lissom, 

(Girls  start  from  the  canvass  and  ask  us  to  kiss  ’em,") 

Woolnoth  takes  care  shall  be  duly  engraven  on  our 
hearts. 


D - G. 


Costume 


COUNT  ADELHART. — Splendid  red  velvet  tunic,  trimmed 
with  gold-  -long  black  or  half-gray  hair — beard — russet-boots—  goal 
belt  round  waist — blue  cloak,  trimmed  with  silver — helmet  in  the 
procession-scene — gauntlets,  &c. 

COUNT  RUDOLPH. — First  dress  :  Green  tunic — flesh-coloured 
pantaloons — green  velvet  hat,  with  plume — russet  boots — hunters' 
horn  and  spear.  Second  dress :  Steel  armour — gold  helmet — gaunt¬ 
lets — sword  and  shield. 

COUNT  ALKERT. — First  dress  :  Blue  and  white  doublet  and 
pantaloons,  trimmed  with  silver — round  hat,  with  plume — russet 
boots.  Second  dress:  Blue  armour,  visor  down — black  plume — 
gauntlets — sword  and  shield. 

FERSTHEIM. — Green  doublet  and  trunks — round  hat,  with  black 
feathers — russet  boots — rifle — hunters’  horn. 

HUGO. —  Red  tunic — flesh  coloured  pantaloons— round  hat  and 
feather — gauntlets — ni3set  boots. 

ULR1CO. — Friar’s  gown,  with  hood — cross  and  beads — flesh- 
coloured  legs  and  sandals — gray  hairs — head  partly  bald. 

CON  HAL). — Blue  doublet  and  pantaloons — round  hat,  with  plume 
•  — rus3et  boots — gauntlets. 

CRIPS. — Green  doublet  and  pantaloons — eccentric  hat,  with 
single  feather — russet  boots — sword  and  spear. 

SYLVANA. — Kind  of  tunic  made  of  some  handsome  wild-beast’s 
skin — flesh-coloured  legs  and  sandals — the  whole  decorated  with 
laces  and  flowers. 

MATILDA. — White  satin  dress,  richly  spangled  and  trimmed 
with  silver. 

CLAR  A. — White  dress,  trimmed  with  red. 
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As  Performed  at  the  Surry  Theatre. 
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.  Mr.  T.  Phillips. 

.  Mr.  Byng. 
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.  Mr.  Vaie. 
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Lords,  Ladies,  Pages,  H'cralds,  Knights,  Hunters,  and 
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SYLVANA. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  romantic,  rocky,  and  woody  Landscape — 
stupendous  Mountains  in  the  distance,  and  practicable 
Alpine  Bridge — a  Cave,  half  concealed  by  bushes,  R. 

Enter,  from  bridge,  Festheim  and  Hunters,  armed  with  rifles. 

CHORUS  OF  HUNTERS. 

The  hunter's  horn 
Awakes  the  morn. 

Proclaiming  joy  and  gladness! 

The  stag  now  bounds, 

T’  escape  the  hounds, 

By  terror  spurn’d  on  e’en  to  madness  l 

Fes.  [Solo— base.]  Leave  stag  and  hare, 

Pursue  the  bear  ; 

We  must  his  track  discover. 

The  track  is  here  ! 

The  track  is  here  ! 

Chorus.  Hurrah ! 

He  dies,  and  the  danger  is  over.  [Exeunt,  x,.  u.  k. 

Enter  Sylvan*  timidly,  from  the  cave — she  looks  cautiously 
around,  till,  finding  that  the  Hunters  are  gone,  she  trips  to 
the  bushes,  R.,  and  gathers  some  of  the  berries — livelii  Mu3ic 
— Sylvana  begins  to  dance — soon,  however,  alarmed  by  a  dis¬ 
tant  noise,  she  suddenly  breaks  off,  and  stands  still,  in  a  lis¬ 
tening  attitude — at  this  moment,  a  huge  bear  is  seen  descend¬ 
ing  from  the  hills  across  the  bridge — Sylvana,  not  at  all 
alarmed  at  the  sight  of  the  bear,  hastens  to  meet  him  as  an  old 
acquaintance — she  gives  him  fruit,  and,  while  fondling  him, 
Festheim  and  the  Hunters  suddenly  appear  on  the  bridge — 
Sylvana  hastily  retires  into  the  cave. 

CHORUS  OF  THE  HUNTERS.  [ From  the  Bridge .] 

7'he  monster  now  shall  meet  his  fate — 

T’  escape  no  Irope  is  left  him. 

[They  fire— the  bear  falls  dead. 

He  falls !  he  falls  !  he’s  met  his  fate  1 
Of  life  we  have  bereft  him. 

Hallo!  hallo!  hallo! 


[Exeunt,  r.  and  l. 
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Enter  ’Squire  CRiPS,  L.,  with  a  basket  of  provisions  and  a 

spear. 

Crips.  Hollo  !  hollo  !  hilliho  !  Master  !  my  lord  ! 
Count  Rudolph,  where  in  the  world  are  you  hiding  your¬ 
self?  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  Instead  of  having  the  voice 
of  a  nightingale,  as  my  old  sweetheart,  Rebecca  Wry- 
face,  used  to  say  of  me,  I  shail  very  soon  be  as  hoarse  as 
a  raven,  if  I  keep  bawling  away  in  this  manner,  without 
getting  any  answer.  Hollo  !  hillio  !  Why,  surely,  they 
must  all  be  deaf.  I’m  confident  ’twas  old  Nick  himself 
that  lirst  invented  hunting  ;  for  he  is  the  great  Nimrod, 
who  is  day  and  night  hunting  after  the  souls  of  poor  sin¬ 
ners.  And  what,  now,  if  some  huge  hungry  bear  should 
chance  to  pounce  upon  me  all  at  once — just  drop  in,  as 
one  may  say,  to  take  a  bit  of  dinner,  and  then  make  a 
supper  of  me,  by  way  of  returning  the  compliment.  Oh  ! 
the  very  thought  of  it  makes  me  shake  as  though  I 
were  a  jelly.  [Turning  round ,  perceives  the  dead  bear.  J  Oh  ! 
murder !  mercy !  pity  !  compassion  !  There  he  is, 
sure  enough  !  Charity,  sweet  Christian  charity,  good 
Signor  Bear.  [Falls  down  on  his  face,  with  his  back  to  the  bear .] 
Why,  he  doesn’t  stir;  what  can  make  him  lie  so  quiet,  I 
wonder  ?  Egad  !  no  doubt  he’s  afraid  of  me.  [Rises.] 
Courage,  Mynheer  Jeremias  von  Crips !  I’ll  take  a  nearer 
view  of  his  most  noble  bearship.  [He  very  cautiously  ap¬ 
proaches  the  dead  bear ,  walking  backwards,  and  thrusting  at  him 
with  his  lance.]  Huzza  !  victoria  !  I’m  the  man  for  des¬ 
patching  wild  beasts  !  I’m  a  hero  !  I’ve  killed  a  bear  ! 
Hollo  !  hillio  !  a  monstrous  bear  !  hollo  !  [Sylvana  appears 
at  the  entrance  of  the  cave,  but,  seeing  Crips,  she  suddenly  re¬ 
tires,  terrified .]  Oh,  all  ye  good  angels  !  [Falling  down, 
alarmed  at  Sylvana.]  cover  me  with  your  wings,  or  I’m  a 
dead  man.  Help  !  murder  ! 

Enter  Festheim  and  Hunters,  R.  u.  E. 

Fes.  (R.)  This  way,  my  lads.  [See mg  Crips,  and  crossing 
to  l.]  But  whom  have  we  here  ?  Why,  as  I  live,  ’tis  Crips, 
his  lordship’s  ’squire.  What  can  be  the  matter  with 
him?  [Shaking  Crips.]  What,  ho!  ’Squire  Crips,  I  say! 
are  you  dead  or  alive  ? 

Crips.  You’d  best  ask  the  doctor,  for  I’m  sure  I  don’t 
know.  Oh,  murder  !  there  he  is  ! 

Fes.  Who?  What  are  you  talking  of? 

Crips.  Why,  that  monstrous  bear  yonder. 
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Fes.  Why,  you  cowardly  knave,  he’ll  never  move  a 
muscle  more. 

Crips.  What !  is  he  really  dead  ?  I’m  glad  to  hear  it. 
[liises,  and  crosses  to  r.]  So,  then,  I  did  his  business  ef¬ 
fectually  for  him,  it  seems,  and  a  tough  job  I  had  of  it. 
Such  a  desperate  battle  !  W e  fought  together  three  quar¬ 
ters  of  an  hour  by  the  clock,  upon  my  veracity. 

Fes.  [Laughing.']  You  killed  the  bear !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Oranes.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Crips.  Now,  why  do  you  laugh?  What  impudence! 
You  fancy  ’twas  somebody  else,  perhaps ;  but  I’d  have 
you  to  know,  gentlemen,  that  I  destroyed  the  monster — 
I,  myself,  Signor  Jeremias  Crips  ;  and  the  most  myste¬ 
rious  of  all  was,  that  the  brute  must  have  had  two  lives 
— for,  scarcely  had  I  killed  him  once,  when  he  again 
appeared  stalking  out  of  yonder  cave,  roaring  and  foam¬ 
ing  at  the  mouth  just  like  Mount  Vesuvius,  when  old 
Mr.  Beelzebub’s  porridge-pot  happens  to  boil  over. 

Fes.  Fool! 

Crips.  You  think  me  one,  perhaps  ;  but  I  know  better. 
There  stands  the  bear,  and  here  I  lie. 

Fes.  Indeed,  you  do  lie,  with  a  vengeance  ! 

Crips.  No,  I  mean — there  lies  the  bear,  and  here  I 
stand.  That’s  the  proof ;  and  whoever  presumes  to  ques¬ 
tion  the  truth  of  my  assertion  [Touching  the  hilt  of  his  sword, 
and  twirling  his  mustachios.],  may  have  good  reason  to  re¬ 
pent  his  incredulity — perhaps. 

Omnes.  [Laughing.]  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Crips.  Any  fool  can  laugh — but  where’s  the  man  that 
has  courage  to  do  what  I  did  ?  To  kill  a  huge,  roaring, 
hungry  bear,  without  even  taking  a  deliberate  aim  at 
him.  That’s  a  task  for  the  best  of  you  to  perform. 
SONG-— Crips.  (Bass.)  [To  the  Hunters,  pointing  to  the  dead 

bear.] 

When  such  a  monster  on  the  ground 
Lies  dead,  then  laugh  you  may ; 

But  while  be  roar’d,  not  one  was  found. 

With  courage  for  the  fray  ! 

With  courage  for  the  fray! 

Then,  thanks  to  me,  sirs,  if  you  please. 

That  you  can  now  laugh  at  your  ease. 

Now,  please  to  mark  well  what  I  say ; 

One  thing  I  hate,  d’ye  see — 

Like  fools,  you  all  may  grin  away. 

So  you  don’t  laugh  at  me. 

So  you  don’t  laugh  at  me. 

For  he  who  honours  not  the  brave. 

Is,  in  my  eyes,  a  paltry  knave. 
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Yet  words  are  wind — so  I’ve  a  plan 
To  make  the  blockheads  feel 
What  ’tis  to  quarrel  with  a  mau¬ 
l’ll  treat  ’em  with  cold  steel ! 

I’ll  treat  ’em  with  cold  steel !  [ Draws  his  sword . 

Now,  sword,  take  vengeance  for  the  crime  ! 

Revenge!  revenge!  revenge! 

[ The  Hunters  draw  to  defend  themselves — Crips ,  alarmed ,  in¬ 
stantly  puts  up  his  weapon ,  singing — 

You’ll  hear  from  me  some  other  time. 

[Exit,  with  long  strides ,  R. 
Fes.  What  a  conceited  poltroon!  [ Homs  heard  in  the 
distance. J  Hark,  comrades  !  that  signal  announces  the 
approach  of  our  worthy  lord  and  master,  Count  Ru¬ 
dolph.  It  is  our  duty  to  answer  it.  [ The  Hunters  answer 
the  signal.]  They  come.  [Two  Hunters  drag  off  the  bear ,  R.  U.  E. 

Enter  Count  Rudolph  von  Helfenstein,  in  a  light  hunting 
dress ,  with  a  spear,  followed  by  numerous  Attendants,  L.  U.  E. 

GRAND  CHORUS  OF  HUNTERS. 

Hillio,  ho  !  hillio,  ho ! 

To  the  forest  let  us  go  ! 

The  chase,  the  chase,  of  all  delights. 

Inspires  the  heart  with  glee — 

While  the  horn  so  cheerily  invites 
Both  young  and  old  to  see 
The  chase!  the  chase  !  the  chase  ! 

Hillio, ho!  hillio,  ho! 

To  the  forest  now  we  go  ! 

The  chase,  though  clouds  obscure  the  sky, 

Gives  courage  danger  to  defy  ; 

Then  ever  prosp’rous  be,  we  cry — 

The  chase  1  the  chase  !  the  chase  ! 

Count  R.  (r.)  Here  will  I  rest  awhile  :  this  romantic 
melancholy  spot  best  suits  the  sadness  of  my  soul  ! 

Fes.  (l.)  Would  not  your  lordship  be  pleased  to  take 
a  little  refreshment  ?  [Pointing to  the  basket  Crips  left  behind. 

Count  R.  No,  good  Festheim.  Retire  awhile — I  wish 
to  be  alone.  [Exeunt  Festheim  and  Hunters ,  L. 

GRAND  SCENA. — Count  Rudolph. 
Recitativo. — (A.  flat  and  F .  natural ,  minor.) 

When  will  this  aching  heart  find  rest  and  peace  1 
’t  his  anxious  heart,  that  throbs  for  love  in  vain? 

I  d ream’d  of  happiness  :  when,  suddenly, 

A  fatal  vision  chased  sweet  hope  away. 

And  fill’d  my  soul  with  sadness  !  Joy  has  fled  I 
Amidst  these  solitary  wilds  I  rove 
In  search  of  peace  ;  but  seek,  alas  !  in  vain. 

It  was  thy  form,  Matilda,  I  beheld. 

With  look  reluctant,  kneeling  at  the  altar. 


SCENE  1.) 


SYLVAN A. 


An  da  nte — ( Sostcnuto.) 

Toss’d  upon  the  stormy  ocean, 

With  no  friendly  port  in  view. 

Nought  can  calm  this  heart’s  emotion ; 

Nought  but  love  both  free  and  true: 

Should  l  fill  thy  soul  with  sadness, 

Poor  Matilda!  Joy  and  gladness 
Would  be  strangers  to  this  breast — 

Free  must  love  be,  to  be  bless’d. 

Alleg  ro — (  Agitato.) 

No  !  from  hence  I’ll  haste  away. 

To  the  field  of  mortal  fray  : 

I’ll  be  wretched,  so  thou’rt  bless’d. 

Where  the  trumpet  calls  to  battle, 

And  the  thund’ring  cannons  rattle. 

There  will  I  fly,  for  there  is  rest ! 

There  will  I  fly,  for  there  is  rest ! 

Enter  Cttirs,  R.  0.  E. 

Crips,  (l.)  Oh,  my  lord!  I’m  so  glad  I  have  found 
you  at  last,  safe  and  sound.  Never  fear  !  I'll  stand  by 
you  to  the  last  extremity. 

Count  R.  Why,  what  does  the  idiot  mean? — Have 
you  seen  a  spectre,  sirrah  ? — Speak  ! 

Crips.  Oh,  my  lord  !  something  a  thousand  times 
worse!  In  short,  there  is  nothing  but  monsters,  myste¬ 
ries,  and  horritications  to  be  met  with,  in  this  con¬ 
founded  enchanted  forest. 

Count  R.  Yet  to  me  it  seems  pleasant  and  romantic. 

Crips.  It  does? — You’d  tell  a  very  different  story, 
though,  if  you  were  to  meet  with  half-a-dozen  young 
devils  of  the  wood,  as  I  have  done. 

Count  R.  Surely,  the  fellow  has  lost  his  senses. 

Crips.  ’Twould  be  no  wonder,  my  lord,  I’m  sure,  if  I 
had,  after  beholding  such  a  sight.  Only  think,  your 
honour,  a  creature  with  a  mouth,  nose,  eyes,  ears,  and 
all  just  like - 

Count  R.  Ourselves,  no  doubt.  No  more  of  this 
nonsense.  [Crosses  to  L. 

Crips.  [Crosses  to  l.]  No,  my  lord,  not  like  ourselves  ; 
but  covered  all  over  with  leaves,  that  rustle  at  every 
motion  just  like  my  maiden  aunt  Tabitha’s  best  Sunday 
silk  petticoat:  but  come,  my  lord,  do  let  us  begone,  be¬ 
fore  we  are  devoured  by  the  monsters  of  the  forest. 

[  Pulling  the  Count  bp  the  coat. 

Sylvan  A  appears  at  the  entrance  of  the  cave — she  stands  a 
moment  as  if  admiring  the  Coiuit's  dress  and  person. 

Crips.  Oh,  my  lord  !  there’s  one  of  ’em, 

B 


14 


SYLVANA. 


[ACT  I. 


Count  R.  Heavens  !  what  an  interesting  creature  ! 
[As  he  approaches  the  cave,  Sylvana  disappears.']  What,  was 
that  ? 

Crips.  What  was  it? — Why,  one  of  the  monsters,  to 
be  sure  :  am  1  an  idiot  now  ? — Do  you  doubt  even  the 
evidence  of  your  own  senses  ? 

Count  R.  Psha  !  cease  thy  idle  jargon,  sirrah  :  it  cer¬ 
tainly  was  as  lovely  a  female  as  ever  these  eyes  beheld. 

Crips.  A  female,  indeed  !  say,  rather,  an  imp  of  dark¬ 
ness — old  Beelzebub’s  wife,  or  one  of  his  daughters. 
For  goodness  sake,  my  lord,  do  let  us  be  off’  with  all 
the  speed  becoming  brave  Christian  soldiers. 

Count  R.  Coward ! 

Crips.  Coward  !  coward,  did  you  say,  my  lord  ? — 
You  have  wounded  my  feelings  in  the  tenderest  point. 

Count  R.  Prove,  then,  that  you  are  undeserving  of 
the  name. 

Crips.  Pray  don’t  forget  the  bear,  my  lord  :  you  know 
I’m  always  valiant  in  a  good  cause. 


DUET — Count  Rudolph  and  Crips. — (D.  major.) 


Count  It. 

Crips. 
Count  R. 
Crips. 


Count  R. 


Crips . 


Count  R. 


Crips. 


Count  R. 


Crips. 


Go,  then,  and  bring  from  yonder  cave 
The  maiden  ;  fly  ! 

What,  I  ? 

Yes,  you  ! 

I  would,  my  lord — you  know  I’m  brave — 
But  that  I  have  a  soul  to  save 
As  well  as  yon. 

No  more  delay  ; 

When  I  command,  you  must  obey. 

My  lord,  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon. 

But  this  command  is  a  d — d  hard  one. 

A  brave  man  never  shrinks  from  danger,' 
But  boldly  looks  death  in  the  face. 

Fear  to  his  heart  is  quite  a  stranger ; 

The  field  of  war’s  his  favourite  placet 
A  prudent  man  must  shrink  from  danger. 
When  devils  stare  him  in  the  face : 

To  run  as  fast  as  any  ranger, 

From  Beelzebub  is  no  disgrace. 

Tarry  no  longer, 

Or  thou  shalt  feel 
The  arm  of  the  stronger. 

Away,  and  my  command  obey- 
I’ll  brook  no  delay. 

I  do  not  tare,  sir, 

E’en  for  a  bear,  sir  ; 

Nor  should  a  lion 
Scare  me.  I’d  die  on 
The  spot,  never  yielding, 

Still  the  sword  wielding. 

Bull-dogs  and  monkeys. 

Ducks,  drakes,  and  donkeys  ; 
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Serpents  and  frogs,  sir, 

Calves,  sheep,  and  hogs,  sir, 

I  boldly  attack,  sir. 

Nor  courage  e’er  lack,  sir; 

But  to  the  devil 
I  like  to  be  civil. 

And  humbly  draw  back. 

Coward  !  chicken-hearted  slave  !  [C’m5,se.y  to  u. 

This  confounded  devil’s  cave 
Is  a  most  infernal  bore. 

I  myself  will  boldly  enter,  [Goes  up  to  flic  cave. 
Yielding  to  thy  foolish  terror 
I’ll  expel  each  doubt  and  error. 

Who  this  wondrous  being  is, 

I’m  determined  to  explore. 

Oh,  my  lord  !  pray  do  not  venture. 

Or  you’ll  fill  my  heart  with  terror  : 

You’ll  repent,  or  I’m  in  error. 

Hark  !  I  hear  the  serpent’s  hiss. 

And  the  hungry  devil’s  roar  ! 

[Exit  Count  Rudolph  into  the  cave. 

iolus.]  There  he  goes,  to  be  devoured  !  but 
’tis  his  own  fault — I  warned  him  of  the  danger,  yet  all 
to  no  purpose.  ’Tis  a  virtue  to  be  brave  in  a  good 
cause — such,  for  instance,  as  killing  a  bear ;  but  madly 
to  run  into  the  snares  of  Satan,  is  not  only  foolhardy, 
but  sinful.  We’ll  suppose  a  case,  novt — if  I  were  stand¬ 
ing  on  the  brink  of  a  broad  deep  ditch,  ought  I  to  jump 
over,  because,  perhaps,  it  may  not  be  too  wide,  perhaps 
not  too  deep  ? — Perhaps  I  may  only  break  a  leg  or  an 
arm,  and  not  my  neck,  or,  perhaps,  I  may  chance  to  get 
safely  over,  yet  that  is  still  a  question  for  prudence  duly 
to  consider.  Ob,  dear,  good  lack  !  there  is  nothing  in 
this  world  but  perhapses,  look  where  you  will. 

AIR — Crips. — ( Tempo  di  tedesco.) 

Suppose  you  chance  to  meet,  sirs, 

A  maiden  gay  and  fair. 

From  head  down  to  the  feet,  sirs, 

Replete  with  charms  so  rare  ; 

Her  hair  adorn’d  with  posies. 

Her  cheeks  as  red  as  roses. 

Her  shoulders  brac’d  with  straps — 

In  short,  a  charming  creatnre ! 

But  is  all  this  pure  nature  ? 

Oh,  yes,  perhaps!  perhaps  ! 

Sometimes  you’ll  meet  a  dandy. 

Who  boldly  struts  along, 

And  is,  with  cards  and  brandy, 

A  hero,  stout  and  strong. 
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Crips.  [5 


16 


SYLVAN  A. 


[ACT  I. 


He  seems  with  his  big  stick,  sirs, 

A  match  e’en  for  old  Nick,  siis. 

With  all  his  artful  traps. 

But  when  real  danger’s  near,  sirs, 

He  will  not  stand,  I  fear,  sirs — 

Oh,  yes,  perhaps!  perhaps! 

I,  too,  have  courage  plenty, 

For  fighting  is  my  trade  ; 

J'Nor  should  I  care  for  twenty. 

If  I  was  not — afraid. 

I  never  would  surrender. 

But  that  my  back  is  tender, 

And  cannot  bear  hard  raps. 

So,  when  I  go  to  fight,  sirs, 

I  always  think  I  might,  sirs — 

Get  kill’d— perhaps  !  perhaps! 

Crips.  But  where  in  the  world  can  my  poor  master 
be,  all  this  while? — I  tremble  for  him,  though  not  for 
myself.  [ Footsteps  heard  in  the  cave.]  Ah  !  1  hear  foot¬ 
steps !  [ Listening .]  But  they  sound  more  like  horses’ 
hoofs  or  cloven  feet  than  anything  else.  Egad  !  I’ll 
climb  up  into  yon  friendly  tree,  where  I  can  see  what 
passes,  without  being  unnecessarily  exposed  to  danger. 
So,  here  goes.  [Climbs  up  a  tree.]  Now  I’ll  keep  a  sharp 
look-out,  and  watch  over  my  poor  master’s  safety.  Oh  ! 
the  saints  preserve  us  !  here  he  comes,  hand-in-hand 
with  Miss  Lucifer. 

Enter  Count  Rudolph  from  the  cave ,  leading  Sylvana, 
who  follows  reluctantly. 

Count  R.  (i.)  Fear  not,  mysterious  fair  one:  who¬ 
ever  thou  art,  no  harm  shall  reach  thee. 

[Sylvana,  r.,  breaks  away  from  him ,  hastens  to  the  path  lead¬ 
ing  to  the  hills ,  and  stands  on  tiptoe  in  a  listening  attitude, 
till ,  hearing  Crips  cough  in  the  tree,  she  is  alarmed ,  and 
is  hastening  towards  her  cave ,  when  Count  Rudolph  inter¬ 
cepts ,  and  gently  leads  her  back. 

Count  R.  Leave  me  not,  sweet  sylvan  nympli!  you 
have  nought  to  fear. 

[Sylvana  regards  him  for  a  moment  with  a  mixture  of  cu¬ 
riosity  and  apprehension. 

Count  R.  Didst  thou  never  before  behold  a  human 
being  like  myself?  [Sylvana  shakes  her  head. 

Count  R.  Cannot  you  speak  to  me,  fair  maid  ? 

[Sylvana  shakes  her  head. 

Count  R.  And  yet  you  understand  what  I  say  to  you? 

[Sylvana  affirms  by  nodding. 
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Count  R.  A  lovely  creature  !  Fear  me  not !  who  could 
harm  innocence  like  thine  ? 

[Sylvana  gives  him  by  signs  to  understand  that  she  is  afraid 
to  trust  him. 

Count  R.  Look  at  me  :  am  I  not  a  human  being,  like 
thyself?  These  eyes,  these  lips,  this  heart,  resemble 
thine.  [Taking  her  hand,]  Only  feel  how  it  throbs!  just 
like  thine  own. 

[Sylvanu  lays  her  hand  on  his  heart,  and  seems  to  be  count¬ 
ing  its  pulsations. 

Count  R.  Are  you  still  mistrustful  ? 

[Sylvana  shakes  her  head,  and  clings  fondly  to  him. 

Crips.  [Peeping  out  of  his  hiding-place .]  My  master 
must  certainly  be  a  conjurer,  for  he  has  made  that 
monster  as  tame  as  a  lamb,  already. 

[Sylvana  starts  on  hearing  the  strange  voice. 

Count  R.  [Aside. ]  The  longer  my  eyes  dwell  upon  her 
charms,  the  more  do  I  feel  my  heart  glow  with  the 
purest  and  most  tender  flame.  [To  her.]  Lovely  girl ! 
you  think,  then,  you  may  trust  me  ? 

[Sylvana  nods  her  head  with  a  winning  smile. 

Count  R.  And  love  me,  too? 

[Sylvana  affirms,  lays  both  her  hands  on  her  heart,  looks  up  tc 
heaven,  and  then  rests  her  head  on  his  bosom. 

Crips.  My  lord  !  now  do  take  care  what  you’re  about, 
or  you’ll  fall  into  the  snares  of  the  evil  one. 

[Sylvana,  hearing  the  voice,  points  to  the  tree,  alarmed. 

Coiint  R.  Crips  !  you  scoundrel !  where  are  you? 

Crips.  I  am  here,  my  lord  :  doing  penance  for  your 
sins. 

Count  R.  Come  down  this  moment,  sirrah  !  or  I’ll - 

Crips.  What !  and  be  devoured  by  the  monsters  of 
the  forest  ?  No,  no,  my  lord;  I’m  very  much  obliged 
to  you. 

Count  R.  How  dare  you  call  this  lovely  creature  a 
monster  ?  Only  see  how  friendly  she  looks. 

Crips,  Yes,  but  wild  cats  can  stretch  out  their  claws 
in  a  moment,  you  know. 

Count  R.  Stupid  dolt !  come*  down,  I  say. 

Crips.  I’m  coming,  my  lord,  but  recollect,  if  anything 
happens  to  me — if  I  should  lose  my  precious  life,  or 
even  a  head  or  a  leg,  mind  you’ll  have  to  make  it  good. 

[He  comes  down  from  the  tree — Sylvana  is  alarmed  at  the 
sight  of  him,  and  is  about  to  retreat  into  her  cave. 

Count  R.  Fear  not,  sweet  maid,  he  will  not  harm  you. 

b  3 
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Crips.  [Regarding  Sylvana  at  a  respectful  distance.]  Well, 
I  declare,  as  pretty  a  little  imp  of  darkness,  as  any 
fancier  of  such  articles  could  possibly  wish  to  meet  with  : 
but,  for  my  part,  if  she  were  as  beautiful  as  Venus  or 
Vulcan,  I’d  have  nothing  to  say  to  her,  for  I  defy  the 
devil  and  all  his  works. 

Count  R.  (c.)  A  truce  to  thy  nonsense  !  and  now, 
sirrah  !  in  order  that  this  lovely  creature  may  become 
accustomed  to  the  sight  of  men,  and  even  blockheads, 
I  command  you  to  show  her  the  respect  due  to  such 
heavenly  charms. 

Crips.  My  lord,  you’re  surely  jesting  now. 

Count  R.  Never  more  serious;  therefore,  salute  her, 
sirrah  !  or-- -  [1'ouches  his  sword. 

Crips.  [Aside.]  A  pretty  situation,  truly  !  to  be  acting 
the  dandy  here,  in  the  midst  of  an  enchanted  forest,  and 
be  compelled  to  pay  my  respects  to  one  of  the  daughters 
of  darkness;  yet,  if  I  must,  I  must.  [ Approaches  her 

timidly.]  Miss  Beelzebub  !  I  have  the  honour  to - 

[Crossing  to  R.  c. 

Count  R.  (l.)  You  scoundrel !  how  dare  you  call  her  so? 

Crips.  Beg  pardon,  my  lord  ;  but,  if  that’s  not  her 
family  name,  pray  what  am  I  to  call  her? 

Count  R.  She  is  an  angel. 

Crips.  An  angel!  [Aside.]  One  of  the  fallen  angels, 
though.  [To  Sylvana.]  Permit  me,  Miss  Angel,  to  have 
the  honour  of  paying  you  my  most  profound  respects. 
Egad  !  she  doesn’t  seem  half  so  fierce  as  the  bear  I 
killed  this  morning ;  courage!  Signor  Crips — I’ll  buck 
up  to  her,  a  bit;  Miss  Beelze — [Checking  himself] 
Miss  Angel,  I  mean,  allow  me  to  take  a  nearer  view  of 
your  beautiful,  blazing,  brimstone  eyes,  and  have  the 
honour  of  kissing  your  pretty  little  cloven  foot?  [Going 
to  hiss  her  hand,  Sylvana  gives  him  a  violent  box  on  the  ear. J 
Oh,  dear  !  my  poor  ear  !  this  comes  of  being  over  polite, 
and  having  intercourse  with  evil  spirits.  [Crosses  to  L. 

Count  R.  (c.)  It  serves  you  right;  why  are  you  not 
more  choice  in  your  expressions  ?  Go  !  call  my  attend' 
ants  hither. 

Crips.  I  will,  my  lord  :  and  glad  am  I  to  get  out  of 
harm’s  way,  at  least.  Oh,  dear !  oh  dear  !  I  declare  my 
poor  ears  ring  louder  than  the  great  bell  of  Moscow, 
with  the  tender  proof  of  that  young  grasshopper’s  polite¬ 
ness. 
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Count  R.  Will  you  begone,  sirrah  ? 

Crips.  I’m  off,  my  lord,  like  a  shot.  [EaR,  l. 

RECITATIVO. — Count  Rudolph  to  Sylvana. 

Count  li.  Come,  quit  this  gloomy  dwelling-place, 

For  a  more  friendly  habitation. 

[Sylvana  shakes  her  head. 

Why,  love,  refuse ; 

[Sylvana  gives  him  to  understand  that  she  loves  the  forest. 
This  forest  leave ! 

Where  the  rude  blast  of  Boreas  rages  ! 

[Sylvana  shakes  her  head. 
Didst  thou  but  love  me,  oh,  what  bliss  ! 

Thy  tongue  is  mute — speak  with  thine  eyes  ! 

[Sylvana  regards  him  tenderly. 
What,  then,  detains  thee  here  ? 

[Sylvana  places  her  forefinger  on  her  lips. 
You  dare  not  answer  to  my  question  '? 

[Sylvana  shakes  her  head. 

ARIA. — Count  Rudolph. — (E  sharp,  major. )  Withviolon- 

cello  obligato. 

Some  mystery  binds  the  lovely  maid, — 

I  read  constraint  in  ev’ry  feature ; 

Yet  will  I  right  the  charming  creature, 

Though  my  own  life  be  forfeit  paid  ! 

Enter  Festheim,  Hunters,  and  Attendants,  R.  U.  E. — Sylvana 
starts,  alarmed  at  the  sight  of  so  many  strangers,  and  runs 
towards  her  cave,  but,  seeing  the  way  impeded  by  the  hunters , 
she  clings  fondly  to  Count  Rudolph,  as  if  soliciting  protection . 

Count  R.  Fear  not,  lovely  maiden  !  these  men  will 
not  harm  thee — they  are  my  friends. 

Fes.  (l.)  Here  we  are,  my  lord,  ready  to  obey  your 
commands.  [ Surprised  at  seeing  Sylvana .]  But  in  what 
company  do  we  find  you? 

Count  R.  In  the  best  in  the  world.  Happy  is  the  man 
who  associates  with  beauty  and  innocence,  [^side.]  ’Tis 
impossible  for  me  to  remain  any  longer  in  this  forest, 
being  expected  at  the  grand  tournament  held  at  Count 
Adelhart’s  castle  ;  and  yet  ’twill  be  no  easy  task,  I  fear, 
to  persuade  this  lovely  forest  maiden  to  forsake  her 
native  wilds,  and  accompany  me.  Ah  !  a  thought  strikes 
me  :  an  opiate  will  effect  my  purpose.  Come  hither, 
Festheim.  [ He  confers  with  Festheim.']  Bring  hither  re¬ 
freshments  ;  let  music  sound,  and  wine,  with  harmony 
united,  awaken  the  soul  to  joy. 
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FINALEv — (C.  major,  with  oboe  obligato.) 

[To  the  symphony  of  which,  Sylvana  skips  about ,  admiring  the 
goblets,  &$c.,  which  Festheim  spreads  on  the  ground,  as,  like- 
ivise,  the  provisions  taken  from  the  basket  Clips  left  behind — 
— they  offer  her  some — she  refuses  all  but  the  fruits — then 
seats  herself  on  a  bank  beside  Count  Rudolph. 

SONG. — Count  Rudolph,  (l.) 

When  Bacchus’  gifts  inviting, 

And  nature’s  charms  delighting, 

To  man  rich  joys  impart. 

Forget  not,  ’midst  the  pleasure. 

To  toast  your  dearest  treasure. 

The  mistress  of  your  heart. 

[Glancing  at  Sylvana,  r.,  who  drinks  with  him. 
Chorus.  Forget  not,  ’midst  the  pleasure. 

To  toast  your  dearest  treasure, 

The  mistress  of  your  heart. 

Count  11.  [AWo.]  ’Tis  wine  that  says,  to-morrow 
Is  time  enough  for  sorrow  ; 

That  joyous  makes  the  sad  ; 

In  prison  cheers  the  debtor  ; 

Makes  honest  men  still  better; 

And  rogues  not  quite  so  bad. 

[Sylvana  rubs  her  eyes,  and  evinces  inclination  to  sleep. 
Chorus.  In  prison  cheers  the  debtor,  &c. 

Count  R.  [Aofo — very  piano.)  ’Tis  wine  that  causes  gladness. 

In  times  of  strife  and  sadness, 

[Sylvana  begins  to  nod. 
Uniting  foes  and  friends  ; 

And,  when  fierce  auger  rages. 

Its  sparkling  juice  assuages 
The  strife,  and  discord  ends. 

Chorus.  [Pianissimo.)  And  when  fierce  anger  rages,  &c. 

[Sylvana  has  fallen  asleep  on  the  bank  of flowers. 
Count  R.  [To  his  Attendants,  advancing.)  She  sleeps! 

Now,  hence,  upon  your  shoulders. 

The  lovely  maiden  gently  take  ; 

Screen  her  with  leaves  from  all  beholders. 

And  gently  tread,  lest  she  awake. 

Now,  hence  !  away  I  and  on  your  shoulders 
The  lovely  maiden  gently  take. 

We  go  ;  and  will,  upon  our  shoulders, 

The  lovely  maiden  gently  take. 

Screen  her  with  leaves  from  all  beholders. 

With  leaves  we’ll  screen  her  from  beholders, 

And  gently  tread,  lest  she  aw  ake. 

And  gently  tread,  lest  she  awake. 

Fes.  [Solo— base.)  My  lord,  your  will  we  e’er  obey. 

Count  R.  and  Chorus.  Then  gently  bear  the  maid  away. 
[Diminuendo. — During  the  latter  part  of  the  finale,  Sylvana 
is  gently  placed  on  a  litter  covered  with  leaves ,  and  carried  off , 
asleep,  across  the  hills. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.  —A  Splendid  Gothic  Apartment  in  Count 

Adelhart's  Castle. 

Enter  Count  Adelhart  and  Matilda,  u.  u.  e. 

DUET. — Count  Adelhart  ( base )  and  Matilda  (soprano.) 

( B.Jlat .) 

Silence,  maiden!  and  obey  me! 

Come  !  restrain  those  childish  tears. 

Never  can  I,  though  you  slay  me. 

Be  resign'd,  or  calm  my  fears. 

I  would  not  be  harsh,  but  tender ; 

Then  accept  the  noble  man. 

You  may  force  me  to  surrender ; 

But  to  love,  you  never  can. 

[. Intreating.}  Father ! 

Silence  I  dread  my  power! 

Or  my  curses  be  thy  dower ! 

Yield  compliance,  or  depart ! 

Mat.  [Kneeling.]  See  me  thus,  thy  knees  caressing ; 

Curse  me  not,  but  give  thy  blessing! 

Count  A.  I  would  not  be  harsh,  but  tender; 

Why  refuse  a  noble  heart  ? 

Mat.  Curse  me  not,  but  give  thy  blessing. 

Or  you’ll  break  your  daughter’s  heart. 

Count  A.  [Dolce. ]  Come,  tny  child,  for  ever  dear; 

If  thou  bless  me  by  compliance. 

Rest  assured,  with  firm  reliance, 

Happiness  thy  days  will  cheer. 

Oh,  my  father ! 

Chose  him  !  chuse  him! 

Pity  !  mercy  ! 

Dare  refuse  him  ! 

Oh  ! 

Consent ! 

In  pity,  hear ! 

Oh,  what  tortures  rack  this  bosom  ! 

Torments,  beyond  all  expressing, 

This  poor  anxious  heart  oppressing, 

Fill  my  very  soul  with  fear! 

Count  A.  (r.)  No  more  of  this  romance  !  Have  not  I, 
from  thy  earliest  childhood,  anticipated  Ihy  every  wish, 
and  loved  thee  as  never  father  loved  a  child  before  ? 
Yet,  now  that  I  would  found  thy  fortunes  upon  a  rock 
of  adamant,  by  uniting  thee  with  the  noble  Count  Ru¬ 
dolph,  of  Helfenstein,  thy  obstinate  refusal  to  accept  him 
as  thy  husband  mars  all  my  hopes,  and  makes  me  mi¬ 
serable  ! 

Mat.  (l.)  How  often  has  not  my  honoured  father 
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himself  declared,  that  the  important  step  of  matrimony 
decides  the  future  happiness  or  misery  of  life  ! 

Count  A.  Because  young  people,  in  general,  are  more 
influenced  by  passion,  which  deceives,  than  reason, 
which  directs  the  heart,  and  renders  it  susceptible  of 
moderate,  yet  lasting,  happiness.  I  have,  therefore, 
chosen  a  consort  for  you  myself ;  yet  not  as  many  ava¬ 
ricious  fathers  do — a  feeble,  antiquated  Croesus — no  ! 
Count  Rudolph  is  one,  whose  love  the  fairest  and  noblest 
lady  in  the  land  might  well  be  proud  of. 

Mat.  And  yet  my  heart  remains  insensible  to  all  but 
his  merits  and  his  virtues. 

Count  A.  Is  he  not  one  of  our  most  valiant  knights? 

Mat.  His  valour  commands  my  esteem. 

Count  A.  Esteem  is  the  harbinger  of  love. 

Mat.  So  tender  a  flower  must  be  fostered  by  affection, 
or  it  can  never  thrive. 

Count  A.  No  more  prevarication  !  you  urge  in  vain  ! 
my  word  is  pledged — that  must  be  sacred  !  You  either 
wed  Count  Rudolph,  or  forfeit  for  ever  the  affections  of 
your  father — nay,  more,  incur  his  bitterest  anger,  his 
direst  maledictions  !  [Crosses  to  L. 

Mat.  Oh,  my  father  !  I  implore  you - 

Count  A.  I  am  inexorable — the  assembled  knights  ex¬ 
pect  me  at  the  tournament.  Tremble  !  if,  at  my  return, 
I  find  you  not  more  pliable — remember  !  [Exit,  l 

GRAND  SCEN A — Matilda. — Recitativo. 

He’s  gone,  and  pities  not  his  poor  Matilda  ! 

Oh,  Albert!  had  not  fate  our  hearts  entwin’d 
In  love’s  so‘t  silken  chains,  we  had  been  bless’d  ; 

Yet  now,  my  father’s  stern  and  haughty  mind 
^rompts  him  to  curse  the  child  he  once  caress’d. 

Andante — Sciciliano. 

When  first  taught  to  love,  how  delighted. 

How  cheerful,  and  happy  was  J  ; 

And  the  world— since  my  Albert  requited. 

My  true  love— the  world  I  defy, 

Allegro — Con  Moto. 

But  vanish’d  now  is  every  pleasure, 

And  misery,  in  frightful  measure, 

Leaves  me  no  rest — no  peace  of  mind; 

Yet  hope’s  sweet  rays  shall  never  leave  me. 

Still  through  the  tempest’s  gloom  they  shine, — 

My  Albert  never  can  deceive  me. 

I  swear  it,  Love,  that  I  am  thine  I 

Enter  Clara,  l.u.  e. 

Cla.  Still  so  sad,  my  lady? 
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Mat.  Oh,  my  dear,  my  i’aithfui  Clara!  all  is  lost ! 

Cla.  Lost !  how  so,  my  lady  ? — You  hav’nt  been  play¬ 
ing  high  at  cards,  I  hope? 

Mat.  Methinks  you  choose  a  most  unseasonable  time 
for  jesting. 

Cla.  The  very  best  in  the  world,  I  assure  you. 

Mat.  Oh,  Clara  !  if  you  did  but  know — my  father 
has - 

Cla.  Insisted  on  your  marrying  Count  Rudolph  : — 
bless  you,  I  overheard  the  whole  conversation — a  key¬ 
hole  is  a  perfect  loadstone  to  the  eye  and  ear  of  a  cham¬ 
ber-maid,  especially  when  anything  mysterious  excites 
her  curiosity.  But  come,  my  lady,  don’t  give  way  to 
melancholy — a  walk  in  the  garden  will  revive  your 
spirits. 

Mat.  I  greatly  doubt  the  efficacy  of  your  remedy. 

Cla.  And  I’m  positive  you’ll  find  it  a  powerful  specific. 
So,  come  along,  my  dear  young  lady.  [Crosses  to  L.j  Trust 
to  me  ;  I’ll  be  your  doctor — come.  [Exeunt,  r. 

SCENE  II. — The  Castle  Garden. 

Enter  Conrad,  listening ,  L. 

Con.  So,  all  is  quiet :  hush  !  what  was  that  ? — Ah  ! 
I  hear  footsteps  !  I  must  retire  to  my  hiding-place. 

[Retires  up,  l.  u.  e. 

Enter  Count  Rudolph,  Festheim,  Hunters,  and  Attend¬ 
ants,  can-ping  Sylvana  asleep  on  the  litter — Count  Rudolph 

makes  signs  to  them  to  go  gently' — they  cross,  and  exeimt ,  L. 

Re-enter  Conrad,  beckoning  to  Count  Albert  to  follow  him, 

Con.  This  way,  my  lord. 

Enter  Count  Albert,  l.  u.  e. 

Count  Albert,  (r.)  This  is  the  spot:  didst  thou  mark 
yon  knight  ? 

Con.  As  noble  a  looking  warrior  as  e'er  these  eyes 
beheld. 

Count  Albert.  He  is  my  rival. 

Con.  Really. 

Count  Albert.  Ay,  and  favoured,  too. 

Con.  By  the  father,  you  would  say,  my  lord,  noc  by 
the  mistress  of  your  affections  ;  and  that’s  a  great  point 
in  your  favour.  But  who  was  that  they  were  carrying 
so  carefully  on  a  litter,  I  wonder  ? 
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Count  Albert.  Some  wounded  knight,  most  probably  ; 
yet  say,  Conrad,  for  this  is  about  the  hour — you  are 
sure  my  beloved  Matilda  promised  to  come  ? 

Ccn.  Clara  did, .in  her  name,  my  lord,  most  positively  ; 
and,  if  there’s  faith  in  woman,  they  must  be  here  anon. 
There,  I  said  so  !  the  castle  gate  opens  !  [Looking  off,  r.] 
They  come. 

Count  Albert.  ’Tis  she,  indeed  *  let  me  fly  into  her 
arms ! 

Con.  Not  for  the  world,  my  lord  ;  her  father,  Count 
Adelhart,  may  see  us  from  the  castle,  if  we  stir  from  this 
spot. 

Count  Albert.  She  disappears  again  !  the  envious  trees 
conceal  her  from  my  view. 

Con.  Like  the  sun,  my  lord  ;  just  dipping  behind  a 
little  cloud,  only  to  shine  forth  with  double  lustre. 
They  come ! 

E nter  Matilda  and,  Clara,  r.  u.  e. 

QUARTETTO.— Count  Albert,  Conrad,  Matilda, 

and  Clara. 

Count  Albert,  (l.)  Matilda! 

Mat.  (l.  c.)  My  Albert! 

Omnes.  Oh,  happy  day  of  joy  and  pleasure  ! 

Oh,  long-desir’d  blissful  hour  I 

Thus,  let  me  clasp  my  dearest  treasure  ; 

With  joy  and  transport  beyond  measure  ! 

In  spite  of  cruel  tyrants'  pow’r  ! 

Mat.  {To  Albert.)  Art  thou  still  true  1 
Count  Albert.  Can  you,  then,  doubt  me  ? 

Clara  ( To  Conrad,  r.  c.)  And  Conrad,  too  1 
Conrad,  (r.  to  Clara.)  What’s  life  without  thee  ? 

Omnes.  And  what  the  tongue  would  fain  conceal, 

These  tell-tale  eyes  would  soon  reveal. 

Count  A  Ibert.  j 

4-'.  |  A  look  ! 

Conrad,  j 
Mat.  l 
4>  !>  A  smile ! 

Clara.  J 

Omnes.  A  look,  a  smile  would  soon  reveal ! 

Mat.  [Going  up  l.,  listening .]  What  noise  was  that  among  the  trees  I 
Count  Albert.  ’Tis  nothing  but  the  murm’ring  breeze  ; 

Clara.  And  yonder  bubbling  rill  that  flows— 

Con.  Into  the  lake,  to  seek  repose  ! 

Omnes.  Oh,  happy  day  of  joy  and  pleasure! 

Oh,  long-desir’d  blissful  hour  ! 

Thus,  iet  me  clasp  my  dearest  treasure, 

With  joy  and  transport,  beyond  measure — 
Respite  of  cruel  tyrants’  power  ! 
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Count  Albert.  How  blissful  our  lot !  thus  happily 
again  to  meet,  after  so  long  and  painful  a  separation. 

Mat.  Say,  dearest  Albert,  what  propitious  star 
conducted  you  so  near  my  father’s  castle  ? 

Count  Albert.  The  stars  that  light  me  to  my  destiny  ! 
those  lovely  eyes  1 

Clara.  [To  Conrad .]  And  you,  Mr.  Conrad  ;  how  do 
you  account  for  your  sudden  appearence! 

Con.  I  followed  my  master,  as  in  duty  bound,  being 
attracted  by  the  powerful  magnet  of  your  irresistible 
charms. 

Count  Albert.  It  is  now  above  a  year  since  my  poor 
father  paid  the  debt  of  nature  ;  as  soon  as  the  time  of 
mourning  had  elapsed,  I  delayed  not  to  hasten  hither,  to 
claim  my  dear  Matilda  of  her  father. 

Mat.  Have  you  forgotten  the  deadly  animosity  which 
rages  between  our  houses  ? 

Count  Albert.  The  hand  of  love  shall  unite  them  for 
ever. 

Mat.  Besides,  [Sighing.']  am  I  not  already  betrothed 
to  Count  Rudolph,  of  Helfenstein? 

Count  Albert.  I  have  heard  the  fatal  tidings. 

Mat.  What,  then,  is  to  be  done  ? 

Count  Albert.  If  no  entreaties  prevail,  flight  is  our 
only  resource. 

Mat.  Never  !  I  owe  my  father  filial  obedience  ! 

Count  Albert.  The  authority  of  a  parent  ceases  to  be 
binding,  when  it  degenerates  into  tyranny. 

Mat.  Yet,  duty  is  imperious. 

Count  Albert.  [ After  reflecting  a  moment.]  I  have  ever 
heard  Count  Rudolph  represented  as  a  man  of  noble 
sentiments,  and  if  report  speak  truly  of  him,  he  never 
can  desire  to  force  the  inclinations  of  a  heart  that  cannot 
love  him.  I  will  appeal  to  his  generosity.  [CrossesfoR.] 
Farewell!  dear  Malilda. 

Mat.  Oh,  Albert !  pray  act  with  caution  :  let  not 
passion  banish  prudence  from  thy  breast. 

Count  Albert.  Fear  not,  my  love :  anon,  we  meet 
again  ;  till  then,  farewell  !  [Embraces. 

Con.  [To  Clara.]  Adieu!  dear  Clara.  [Embracing  her.] 
One  parting  kiss  ! 

Clara.  No,  sir;  I’ll  keep  it  for  you  till  next  we  meet ; 
and  then  I’m  sure  you  will  very  soon  come  back  again. 

[Eaeioif,  r.  and  L. 
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SCENE  III. — A  Saloon  in  Count  Rudolph's  Castle,  richly 
furnished  in  the  gothic  style— a  large  full-length  mirror 
in  the  scene ,  prepared  with  gauze,  and  furnished  with  a 
curtain  to  draw  across  it — Sylvana  is  discovered  stiil 
asleep  on  a  splendid  couch. 

Enter  Count  Rudolph  softly,  (l.)  he  regards  her  affection¬ 
ately  for  a  moment — -she  moves,  he  instantly  retires — Sylvana 
awakes  ;  rubs  her  eyes ;  comes  foreword  ;  surveys  the  room 
and  furniture  with  amazement — She  seems  to  doubt  the  reality 
of  her  being  awake :  at  length,  seeing  herself  refected  in  the 
mirror,  she  starts  back  and  is  afraid,  till,  gaining  more  confi¬ 
dence,  she  approaches  the  glass,  determined  to  get  more  nearly 
acquainted  with  the  female  she  fancies  she  beholds — she  spreads 
her  arms,  as  if  to  embrace  her,  and,  in  giving  her  a  kiss ,  knocks 
her  nose  against  the  glass — she  then  threatens  the  shadow  and 
is  angry — then,  suddenly  turning  from  the  mirror  as  though  a 
thought  had  struck  her,  she  comes  forward,  and  signifies  that 
she  now  knows  how  to  catch  the  phantom — she  is  again  in  the 
act  of  running  up  to  the  mirror,  when  Count  Rudolph,  whc 
has  all  the  time  been  observing  her  unperceived ,  suddenly 
draws  the  curtain  before  the  gUiss,  and  catches  her  in  his  arms. 

Count  R.  (l.)  Have  I  then  caught  you  at  last?  Be  not 
alarmed,  my  love  ;  it  is  I,  your  friend. 

Sylvana  (r  f  gives  him  to  understand,  that  she  desires  to  know 
where  she  is. 

Count  R.  You  desire  to  know  to  whom  this  castle 
belongs  :  *tis  to  a  knight  of  noble  birth ;  and  one,  who 
would  not,  for  worlds,  harm  a  hair  of  thy  dear  head — 
though  thou  art  now  completely  in  his  power. — Here, 

then,  you  will  in  future  reside,  and - 

Sylvana  looks  timidly  around,  and  shakes  her  head. 

Count  R.  What  objection  can  you  have  1 
Sylvana  becomes  thoughtful,  crosses  to  a  window,  L.,  opens 
it,  points  to  the  forest  seen  in  the  distance,  then  returns  to  the 
Count,  and  seems  to  intreat  permission  to  revisit  seems  so  dear 
to  her,  and  be  restored  to  the  society  of  those  she  loves. 

Violoncello  Obligato,  expressive  of  Love,  Recollection, 
Hope,  Regret ,  Supplication,  fyc. 

Count  R.  \  ou  point  to  the  forest,  where  you  have 
dwelt  so  long  ;  but  why  desire  to  return  to  so  dreary  an 
abode,  without  the  society  of  one  rational  being? 
Sylvana  intimates  that  he  is  in  error. 
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Count  R.  (r.)  If  I  rightly  understand  you,  there  is 
some  one  left  behind,  who  is  dear  to  you  ? 

Sylvan  a  (l.)  affirms ,  laying  her  hand  on  her  heart  and 
looking  up  to  heaven. 

Count  R.  A  brother  ? 

Sylvana  shakes  her  head. 

Count  R.  Or  a  lover  ? 

Sylvana  shakes  her  head  again. 

Count  R.  A  father,  perhaps  ? 

Sylvana  affirms  it,  with  an  expression  of  joy  mingled  with 
regret. 

Count  R.  I  will  instantly  despatch  messengers,  to 
bring  your  father  hither.  [Crosses  to  l. 

Sylvana  clups  her  hands  and  skips  about  delighted. 

Count  R.  A  moment’s  patience,  dear  maid,  and  thv 
every  wish  shall  be  accomplish’d.  What,  ho  !  Crips  ! 
Crips  !  I  say,  where  are  you  ? 

Enter  Crips,  L. 

Crips.  Here  am  I,  my  lord :  pray,  what’s  your 
pleasure  ? 

Count  R.  (c.)  You  know  the  cave  in  the  forest,  where 
we  first  beheld  this  lovely  maiden  ?  her  father  has  been 
left  behind,  and - 

Crips.  What  old  Mr.  Beelze — [Checks  himself .]  Oh,  I 
was  sure  there  were  more  of  the  worthy  family. 

Count  R.  Peace,  sirrah  !  and  attend  to  my  commands. 
Proceed  instantly  with  Festheim  and  a  party  of  my 
hunters  to  the  forest,  and  conduct  the  father  of  this 
lovely  maiden  hither  without  delay. 

Crips.  My  lord,  it  is  my  duty  to  obey  you  in  all  things, 
consistent  with  true  Christian  principles ;  but  when  you 

require  me  to  have  dealings  with  the - and  madly 

thrust  my  head  into  a  den  of  ferocious,  hungry  monsters,  I 
really  must  beg  leave  to  decline  the  honour. — Have  you 
any  enemies  to  combat  with,  or  any  bears  to  kill?  If 
you  have,  Jeremias  Crips  is  your  man  ! 

Count  R.  Begone,  sirrah  !  or  dread  my  displeasure  ! 

Crips.  Well,  if  I  must,  I.  must ;  yet,  pray  do  not  attri¬ 
bute  my  reluctance  to  anything  like  fear,  my  lord.  No  ! 
fear  is  a  stranger  to  this  breast !  recollect  the  bear  I 
kill’d  this  morning ;  had  you  but  seen  how  he  rush’d  at 
me,  my  lord,  roaring  and  foaming  at  the  mouth — but  I, 
nothing  daunted,  couching  my  lance,  like  St.  George, 
when  he  prepared  to  encounter  the  dragon,  stood  ready 
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for  the  attack— “Standi  old  bruin,”  exclaimed  I  in  a 
thundering  voice,  and  the  moment  1  said  stand — down 
he  fell  ! 

Count  R.  Peace,  babbler,  and  begone,  or  I  will  have 
thee  punished  for  thy  disobedience. 

Crips.  I’m  gone,  my  lord  ;  yet  you  will  have  to  an¬ 
swer  for  all  the  mischief  that  may  befall  my  youth  and 
inexperience.  [Exit,  L. 

Count  R.  (l.)  [To  Sylvana .]  And  when  your  father  is 
with  you,  you  will  not  surely  desire  to  leave  me. 

[Sylvana  shakes  her  head,  and  fondly  embraces  the  Count. 

AIR — Count  Rudolph,  ivith  oboe  obligato — F.  major. 

My  heait  is  thine  ;  oh,  tell  me  truly, 

Say,  wilt  thou  be  for  ever  mine! 

Speak  with  thine  eyes,  and  tell  me  truly — 

“  I  will  be  thine!”  [ Sylvaiia  nods  assent. 

I  read  consent,  with  raptures  glowing, 

In  those  dear  eyes  that  beam  on  mine  ; 

Once  more,  then,  say,  with  joy  o’erflowing, 

“  I  will  be  thine.”  [Sylvana  hangs  fondly  on  his  neck. 

Mine!  mine!  mine! 

And  may  I  call  thee  mine  for  ever  ! 

For  ever !  ever  !  ever  mine  ! 

Nor  pow’r,  nor  pride,  our  hearts  shall  sever. 

But  to  the  world  will  I  for  ever 

Proclaim  thee  mine!  for  ever  mine  ! 

Re-enter  Crips,  l. 

Crips.  My  lord,  I  have  obeyed  your  commands  ;  and 
Festheim  is  already  on  his  way  to  fetch  old  Mr.  Luci - 

Count  R.  (c.)  Peace,  idiot !  and  instantly  follow  Fes¬ 
theim,  as  I  commanded  you. 

Crips.  I  go,  my  lord  ;  yet  must  previously  inform  you 
that  every  thing  is  in  readiness  for  the  grand  tourna¬ 
ment,  where  you  are  expected  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
breaking  your  neck  or  a  few  of  your  ribs,  along  with 
the  other  noble  knights  and  gentlemen  already  there  as¬ 
sembled. 

Count  R.  I’ll  come  anon. 

Crips.  And  here  is,  moreover,  a  letter;  an  epistle 
which  seems  quite  impatient  to  communicate  to  your 
lordship  some  important  intelligence.  [ Gives  the  letter. 

Count  R.  [Reads.]  “  My  lord — Matilda ,  Count  Adelhart’s 
fair  daughter ,  who  is  betrothed  to  you ,  loves  another  If. 
therefore ,  you  are  the  honourable  knight  the  world  holds  you 
to  be,  you  never  can  insist  on  the  maiden's  hand ,  when  confident 
her  heart  is  not  included  in  the  gift.  Consider  well  the  step 
you  are  about  to  take,  and  act  according  to  the  dictates  of  your 
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own  noble  and  generous  heart.”  No  signature  !  [To  Crips .] 
Who  gave  you  this  letter"? 

Crips.  A  serving-man,  my  lord  ;  who,  the  instant  he 
had  discharged  his  errand,  ran  away  as  though  he  were 
afraid  of  me.  There  certainly  must  be  something  very 
imposing  and  warlike  in  my  appearance  :  I  don’t  at  all 
wonder  at  my  being  such  a  favourite  with  the  ladies. 

Count  11.  Why,  this  is  most  excellent.  [ Regarding  the 
letter .]  Now  I  am  at  liberty  to  choose  elsewhere,  [7b 
Sylvana.]  from  this  moment  our  hearts  are  indissolubly 
united.  Come,  my  love.  [Exit  with  Sylvana,  R. 

Crips.  [So/us.]  Pil  Garlick  shall  be  u.y  name,  in  future  ; 
and  never  will  I  wet  my  lips  with  hock  again,  as  long 
as  I  live,  if  I  can  make  either  head  or  tail  of  this  affair. 
“  Now  I  am  at  liberty,”  says  my  master,  just  as  if  he 
had  been  all  at  once  let  out  of  prison — “  our  hearts  are 
indissolubly  united  !”  he  exclaims,  with  such  a  melting 
air — egad  !  I’m  sorely  afraid  he  has  lost  his  senses;  or 
what  could  have  induced  him  to  fall  in  love  with  such  a 
young  grasshopper,  to  give  her  no  worse  a  name.  She 
certainly  has  bewitched  him  with  her  green-gosling 
eyes.  Well,  well,  there’s  no  helping  these  things —l 
have  experieuced  many  a  tender  affair  of  the  heart  my¬ 
self  before  now.  Heigho  !  young  Cupid  has  pierced  my 
poor  heart  so  often,  that  it’s  as  full  of  holes  as  a  cullender. 

AIR. — Crips. —  ( Tempo  di  tedesco .) 

When  first  I  went  courting,  I  thought  it  was  rum 
That  I  had  no  courage,  but  always  stood  mum. 

And  whene’er  I  saw,  sir. 

My  sweetheart,  oh,  la,  sir  ! 

My  heart  went — diddle,  diddle,  dum,  dum,  dum  ! 

Rum,  diddle,  diddle,  dum. 

Whenever  I  felt  in  the  least  comic — al, 

To  cure  me,  I’d  lead  my  sweetheart  to  a  ball ; 

And  while  we  were  dancing. 

And  hopping,  and  prancing, 

My  heart  went — diddle,  diddle,  dum,  dum,  dum ! 

Rum,  diddle,  diddle,  dum. 

And  when  we  of  dancing  were  tired  outright, 

And  wish’d  one  another,  next  morning,  good  night — 

Unto  my  sweetheart,  sir, 

I’d  say,  ere  we  part,  sir, 

Let’s  have  a — diddle,  diddle,  dum,  dum,  dum! 

Rum,  diddle,  diddle,  dum. 

But  now  I  prefer,  of  good  brandy,  a  drop, 

To  sweethearts  and  courting,  or  even  a  hop ; 

And  when  I  espy,  sir, 

The  bottle,  I  cry,  sir, 

A  glass  of— diddle,  diddle,  dum,  dum,  dum! 

Ruin,  diddle,  diddle,  dum.  [Exit,  l» 
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SCENE  IV. — An  Ante-chamber  in  Count  Adelhart's 

Castle. 

Filter  the  Old  Castellan,  r.,  followed  by  two  or  three  Ser¬ 
vants. 

C  as.  What,  ho  !  Caspar!  Rupert!  Fritz!  where  the 
plague  are  ye  all  ? 

First  Ser.  Here  we  are,  sir.  [Going,  and  looking  of',  L.] 
There  they  go  !  Now  the  lances  shiver  !  By  St.  George  ! 
as  clean  an  upset  as  ever  1  saw.  That  makes  the  third 
knight  he  has  unhorsed  to  day. 

Cus.  Who!  who?  Speak,  knave;  explain  thyself. 
First  Ser.  Why,  the  unknown  knight  in  the  blue  ar¬ 
mour  ;  he  must  be  a  devil  of  a  fellow. 

Cas.  There,  get  ye  gone.  And  bustle  !  bustle  !  ye  idle 
knaves  ;  or  the  lords  and  ladies  will  come  upon  us  from 
the  tournament,  ere  we  be  ready  to  receive  them.  Come, 
bestir  yourselves,  and  prepare  for  the  banquet.  Run  ! 
lly  !  open  the  gates  !  Good  lack  !  good  lack  !  What  it 
is  to  be  troubled  with  a  set  of  such  idle  varlets  ■ 

[Exit,  driving  off  Servants,  L. 

SCENE  V. — A  Spacious  and  Splendid  Gothic  Hall  in 
Count  Adelhart's  Castle. — A  throne,  r.- — Banners  and 
escutcheons  hung  around  the  walls — a  large  table,  l., 
with  goblets  of  wine,  fruits,  Sfc.  fyc. 

Enter  a  Grand  Procession  from  the  tournament,  c. — Four  He¬ 
ralds,  with  trumpets — A  Knight  in  armour,  and  four  Men-at- 
arms,  wearing  the  badges  of  the  house  of  Adelhart—CovXT 
A  D  E  L  H  A  RT  and  his  Esq  u  ire— M  a  t  j  l  d  a  a  n  d  Co  u  N  T  R  u  D  o  L  p  h , 
who  conducts  her  to  the  throne — Four  Armour-Bearers,  carry¬ 
ing  the  shields  of  the  several  knights  ivho  have  contended  for 
the  prize  of  valour  in  the  tournament — Three  richly-dressed 
Pages,  carrying  on  crimson  cushions  the  prizes  for  the  victo¬ 
rious  Knights:  viz.,  a  costly  sword,  a  gold  chain ,  and  a  pair 
nf  golden  spurs— the  Unknown  Knight,  followed  by  his 
Retainers — the  numerous  Domestics  and  Retainers  of  Count 
Adelhart — and  the  Female  Attendants  of  Matilda. 

GRAND  FINALE.— Chorus. 

Success  !  success !  and  glory. 

E’er  wait  upon  the  brave  ; 

In  war  and  battle  story, 

They  live,  though  in  the  grave  ! 
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Count  A.  [To  the  Knights,  it.]  Now,  from  the  hand  of  beauty, 

[Pointing  to  Matilda. 

High  seated  on  a  throne, 

Receive  the  meed  of  duty  ; 

The  herald  make  it  known  I  [Trumpets. 

[The  Herald  advances,  c. 

Iler.  The  first  prize  is  most  justly  awarded  to  the  Un¬ 
known  Knight. 

[The  Page  currying  the  prize-sivord  kneels  to  Matilda,  who  hands 
it  to  the  Unknown  Knight. 

Mat.  [To  the  Unknown  Knight .]  This  sword,  which  now  I  [hand 
thee. 

Use  as  a  hero  brave, 

Whene’er  thy  king  commands  thee, 

Thy  native  land  to  save.  [Trumpets. 

Her.  The  second  prize  is  most  justly  awarded  to  the 
Unknown  Knight. 

[The  Page  bearing  the  gold  chain  kneels  to  Matilda. 

Mat.  [Giving  the  chain  to  the  Unknown  Knight .]  In  times  of 
strife  and  danger. 

Re  prompt  at  duty’s  call ; 

Fear  to  thy  heart  a  stranger — 

As  victor,  live  or  fall !  [Trumpets. 

Her.  The  third  prize  is  most  justly  awrarded  to  the 

Unknown  Knight. 

[The  Page,  bearing  the  gold  spurs,  kneels  to  Matilda . 

Mat.  [To  the  Unknown  Knight .]  These  golden  spurs,  in  token 
Of  high  deserving,  take  : 

Believe  what  1  have  spoken. 

And  wear  them  for  my  sake. 

GRAND  CHORUS  repeated. 

Success,  success,  and  glory. 

E’er  wait  upon  the  brave; 

In  war  and  battle  story 
They  live,  though  in  the  grave. 

Count  A.  [Crosses  to  c.]  No  valiant  knight  or  gentleman 
We  wish  to  see  controll’d, 

[To  the  Unknown  Knight. 
Yet  grant  us,  warrior,  if  )ou  can, 

Your  visage  to  behold. 

Mat.  [To  the  Unknown  Knight .]  Your  stature,  noble  gentleman. 

Cast  in  the  fairest  mould, 

Makes  us  request,  sir — if  you  can, 

Your  visage  to  behold. 

Count  II.  [To  the  Unknown  Knight.)  Your  valour,  noble  gentleman, 
Astonish'd  young  an  i  old, 

Then  grant  us,  warrior,  if  you  can. 

Your  visage  to  behold. 

[The  Unknown  Knight  seems  agitated. 

Mat.  Rudolph,  and.  Adelhart.  He  seems  afraid,  confounded. 

Some  mystery  to  impart. 

Mat.  and  Count  R.  As  if  by  foes  surrounded, 

Beats  high  his  troubled  heart : 

Count  A.  With  evil  thoughts  confounded, 

Beats  high  hit  troubled  heart. 
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Chorus  of  Matilda’s  Female  Attendants. 

As  one  alarm’d,  confounded, 

Beats  high  his  troubled  heart. 

The  Unknown  Knight,  {if.)  [ Adagio .]  No  more,  no  more  refusing, 
But  free  and  uncontroll’d, 

Of  life  I’ll  brave  the  losing — 

My  visage  now  behold  !  [ Raises  his  visor.] 
Mat.  [Aside.]  Ah  !  do  my  eyes  deceive  me? 

The  Unknown  Knight.  My  guerdon  I  demand  : 

The  bright  reward  then  give  me — 

Your  lovely  daughter’s  hand  1 
Count  A.  My  daughter! 

The  Unknown  Knight.  Matilda  must  be  mine  ! 

Count  A.  Beware,  and  dread  my  anger. 

Count  R.  Speak  ! 

Mat.  [ Alarmed  for  his  safety.]  Silence  I 
Count  A.  Who  are  you  ? 

The  Unknown  Knight.  Albert  the  True. 

Count  A.  [Crosses  to  R.]  Rage  seizes  on  my  heart ! — 
The  son  of  my  deadliest  enemy  now  within  my  power ! 
Kind  fate,  I  thank  thee  !  Hence  with  him  1  In  the 
deepest  and  most  loathsome  dungeon  of  our  castle  shall 
he  sulFer  for  the  crimes  of  his  sire,  and  find  a  living- 
tomb. 


GRAND  CHORUS. 

Count  Rudolph’s  Retainers  and  Matilda’s  Female  Attendants, 
it  omen.  Forbear!  forbear!  no  vengeance! 

Men.  Revenge  his  wrongs! 

Women,  Have  mercy!  have  mercy 

Men.  He  shall  not  below, 

The  victim  of  vengeance. 

Feel  misery  and  woe  ! 

Chorus  of  Count  Adelhart’s  Retainers 

Hence  with  him  to  vengeance  ! 

Revenge  on  him  ] 

Show  iiiin  no  mercy  ! 

But  hurl  him  below, 

The  victim  of  vengeance, 

To  mis’ry  and  woe  ! 

[ Albert  escapes  amidst  the  general  tumult  and  confusion,  and 
the  Curtain  Jails. 


end  of  ACT  II. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — An  extensive  gloomy  Forest — violent  tempest 
— thunder  and  lightning. 

Enter  Count  Albert,  Conrad,  and  Attendants ,  in  breath¬ 
less  haste,  c. 

TEMPEST  CHORUS,  B.Jlat  minor. — Count  Albert’s  Re¬ 
tainers. 

How  awful  the  tempest  is  howling  ! 

Hark  !  hark  !  what  a  terrible  crash  !  [Crash  heard. 
While,  through  the  black  clouds  fiercely  scowling, 

The  angry  lightning  doth  flash.  [Lightning. 

Count  Albert. — Andante  cantabile. 

The  wrongs  that  he  hath  done  me, 

I’ll  make  the  tyrant  rue  ! 

I’ll  give  him  cause  to  shun  me, — 

Nay,  tremble  at  my  view. 

But  ne'er  will  I  forsake  thee, 

Dear  object  of  my  love  ; 

And,  though  e’en  death  o’ertake  me, 

In  death  I’ll  constant  prove. 

Chorus  of  Retainers. — Tempo  primo. 

Not  one  of  the  bright  lamps  of  heaven 
Appears  now  to  banish  our  fear  1 
Not  a  ray  of  sweet  comfort  is  given. 

The  gloom  of  the  forest  to  cheer. 

Count  Albert.  The  wrongs  that  he  hath  done  me. 

I’ll  make  the  tyrant  rue! 

I’ll  give  him  cause  to  shun  me, — 

Nay,  tremble  at  my  viewl 

Count  Albert.  [To  his  Followers.']  Disperse,  and  try  if, 
in  the  mazes  of  this  gloomy  forest,  you  can  find  some 
friendly  woodman’s  hut,  which  may  afford  us  shelter 
from  the  storm.  [Exeunt  Retainers,  R.  and  L. 

Con.  A  precious  predicament  we  had  nearly  got  into, 
my  lord.  But  for  the  friendly  interference  of  Count  Ru¬ 
dolph,  we  should  have  had  a  snug  lodging  in  the  deepest 
dungeon  of  the  castle,  where  we  might  have  amused 
ourselves  with  making  preparations  for  our  latter  end. 

Count  Albert.  Better  than  thus  to  be  eternally  sepa¬ 
rated  from  all  that  makes  life  desirable. 

Con.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  prithee,  say  not  so.  For 
my  part,  though  I  am  as  much  in  love  as  a  serving-man 
need  be,  yet  I  candidly  confess,  I’d  rather  be  exposed  to 
this  tremendous  tempest  than  run  the  risk  of  being  but- 
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chered  in  cold  blood.  But  come,  my  lord  ;  we  are  still 
too  near  the  confounded  castle — let’s  away. 

Count  Albert.  Never — never!  I  am  determined  to 
brave  late’s  utmost  malice,  and  stand  the  issue,  be  it 
what  it  may.  Matilda  or  death  shall  henceforth  be  my 
motto  !  [Retires  up. 

Euler  Chips  cautiously,  with  a  lance  and  torch ,  L. 

Crips.  What  a  threadbare  conscience  my  master, 
Count  Rudolph,  must  have,  to  send  a  person  of  my 
tender  constitution  out  into  this  infernal  forest  again, 
and  in  such  a  night,  too  !  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  I  really 
am  to  be  pitied  !  First  of  all,  I’m  wet  through  to  the 
skin,  and  deeper  ;  secondly,  I’m  half  blind  from  the 
dreadful  flashes  of  lightning  ;  thirdly,  quite  deaf  from 
the  tremendous  claps  of  thunder  ;  and,  fourthly,  so  pe¬ 
rished  with  cold,  that  I’m  just  like  a  marble  statue  on  a 
frosty  morning. 

Con.  Why,  surely  this  is  Count  Rudolph’s  ’squire. 
[' Tapping  him  on  the  shoulder.']  What  brings  thee  here,  ho¬ 
nest  Crips  ? 

Crips.  Two  bears  at  once  !  Murder  !  help  ! 

Con.  Why,  what  does  the  fellow  mean  by  calling  me 
and  my  lord  two  bears  ?  Don’t  you  know  us,  Crips? 

Crips.  [Taming  cautiously  round,  and  holding  his  torch  up 
to  their  faces.]  So  you  thought  to  frighten  me,  did  you  ? 
But  t’wont  do,  my  fine  fellow  !  [.Seeing  Count  Albert.] 
Egad  !  that’s  lucky,  though.  You,  sir,  are  the  very 
gentleman  1  was  sent  in  search  of:  my  master,  Count 
Rudolph,  invites  you  to  his  castle,  and  commissioned 
me,  his  valiant  and  confidential  companion  in  arms,  to 
assure  you  that  you  may,  in  every  danger,  rely  on  our 
protection. 

Count  Albert.  Your  master  is  a  noble  gentleman  ;  yet 
Albert  of  Cleriburg  is  able  to  protect  himself. 

Ulr.  [Without.]  Sylvana!  Sylvana!  my  child !  where 
art  thou  ? 

Count  Albert.  What  voice  was  that?  Who  calls  so 
anxiously  1 

Crips.  What  voice,  my  lord  ?  Why,  the  roaring  of  a 
hungry  lion,  to  be  sure.  [Trembling  with  fear.]  It’s  very 
cold  to-nig.ht — isn’t  it,  gentlemen  ? 

Enter  Ul-RICO,  the  llermit,  through  the  cut  wood,  r.u.e. 

Ulr.  [To  Count  Albert.]  Whoever  you  are,  speak,  and 
alleviate  the  anxious  fears  of  a  wretched  father:  say, 
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have  you  seen  a  maiden  in  the  forest  fantastically 
dressed  with  leaves  and  flowers  ? 

Count  Albert.  We  have  not,  my  venerable  friend? 

(Jlr.  Alas  !  alas  ! 

Crips.  A  maiden  fantastically  dressed  with  leaves  and 
flowers  !  [Aside.]  I  know  all  about  it.  [To  Count  Albert. j 
1  think  you  had  better  be  oil',  my  lord,  before  ’tis  too 
late.  [Regarding  Ulrica.]  How  ferocious  he  looks  !  [To 
Albert,  trembling.]  Corne  along,  my  lord  ;  never  fear — 
i’ll  protect  you. 

Count  Albert.  Conrad,  retire  a  moment :  I  would 
confer  with  this  venerable  hermit.  [Conrad  retires,  r.u.e. 

Crips.  Hermit,  indeed  !  I  know  better.  But  never 
mind  :  I’ll  go  make  a  tire  of  dry  leaves,  and  warm  my¬ 
self  awhile.  I  declare,  I’m  all  over  like  a  lump  of  ice  ! 
The  bravest  men  can’t  help  shivering  with  cold,  you 
know.  Oh  !  [ Retires ,  L.  V.  E. 

Count  Albert.  Say,  my  venerable  friend,  who  are  you  ? 

[The  tempest  has  abated,  and  the  moon  shines  brightly 
through  the  trees. 

Ulr.  A  poor,  forlorn,  desponding,  aged  hermit.  I  was 
the  trusty  servant  of  an  illustrious  knight,  whose  unli¬ 
mited  confidence  I  enjoyed.  My  master  loved  a  fair  and 
noble  lady,  yet  in  vain  ;  for  she  gave  her  hand  to  his 
detested  rival. 

Count  Albert.  Who  was  the  knight,  your  master  ? 

Ulr.  That  must  remain  a  secret.  From  that  moment, 
my  lord’s  bosom,  naturally  susceptible  of  injuries, 
burned  with  rage  and  animosity  ;  and,  in  an  angry  fit, 
he  swore  by  all  that  man  holds  sacred,  his  mortal  enemy 
should  never  know  a  father’s  joys.  Providence,  how¬ 
ever,  for  a  time,  graciously  preserved  my  lord  from  the 
perpetration  of  a  horrid  crime  ;  for  his  rival’s  marriage, 
though  eight  year3  had  elapsed,  proved  childless.  In 
the  ninth,  however,  he  was  blessed  with  the  cherub 
smiles  of  a  lovely  daughter. 

Count  Albert.  Proceed. 

Ulr.  My  master  seemed,  in  the  interim,  to  have  for¬ 
gotten  his  dreadful  vow,  and  had  himself  taken  to  wile 
an  amiable  woman  ;  a  lovely  boy,  too,  was  his  hope  and 
joy.  About  this  time,  the  castle  of  his  hated  rival  was 
closely  besieged  by  a  powerful  enemy  ;  and,  the  long- 
smothered  feeling  of  revenge  awaking  in  my  master’s 
bosom,  he  instantly  marched  to  reinforce  the  army  of  the 
besiegers.  The  castle  of  his  ancient  foe  was  taken  by 
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assault ;  and,  while  the  flames  which  laid  it  in  the  dust 
were  rising  in  lofty  columns  to  the  starless  heavens,  my 
implacable  lord,  spurred  on  by  the  demoniac  spirit  of 
revenge,  ascended  a  winding  staircase,  and  gained  the 
baron’s  private  apartment,  regardless  of  all  danger. — 
He  there  found  an  infant  maiden,  with  terror  depicted 
in  her  innocent  countenance  :  “  Help,  father !  help  !” 
she  cried.  But,  oh  !  how  shall  I  relate  the  horrid  tale  ! 
Instead  of  rendering  the  babe  the  common  rights  of  hu¬ 
manity,  he  seized  her  by  the  hair,  and,  with  a  hellish 
smile,  exclaiming,  “  I  will  send  thee  to  thy  father  !” 
hurled  the  little  innocent  into  the  flames  ! 

Count  Albert.  Oh,  horrid  deed  !  the  very  recital  of 
which  freezes  my  blood  within  me  ! 

Ulr.  “  Tell  your  master,  if  he  be  still  alive,”  cried 
my  lord  to  the  terrified  domestics,  “  that  1  have  kept 
my  word,  and  robbed  him  of  a  father’s  joys!”  Yet 
herein  was  he  mistaken  :  for  it  was  the  child  of  the  cas¬ 
tellan  he  had  so  inhumanly  murdered,  not  that  of  his 
rival,  w'ho,  with  his  wife  and  daughter,  escaped  the 
fury  of  the  besiegers. 

Count  Albert.  Mysterious,  yet  gracious  Providence  ! 

Ulr.  After  so  wonderful  a  preservation,  it  behoved  the 
parents  to  be  doubly  watchful  of  their  darling  child. — 
They  therefore  entrusted  her  to  the  care  of  some  persons 
living  at  a  considerable  distance  from  the  castle.  My 
master’s  emissaries,  however,  soon  discovered  the  place 
of  her  retreat,  and  bore  the  child  away.  One  day  I  w'as 
summoned  in  haste  to  my  lord’s  apartment :  “  Go,  U 1- 
rico,”  exclaimed  he,  deep  malice  setting  on  his  brow, 
“  repair  without  delay  to  the  forest  north  of  the  castle  ; 
near  the  centre  thou  wilt  find  a  cave — hide  thee  there. 
At  midnight  thou  wilt  hear  a  preconcerted  signal — a 
man  muffled  in  a  long  red  cloak  will  thrice  call  ‘  Syl- 
vana ;’  and,  on  thy  appearing,  will  deliver  to  thee  a  fe¬ 
male  infant.  Question  him  not,  but  instantly  take  the 
bantling,  and  hurl  her  headlong  down  the  nearest  pre¬ 
cipice.” 

Count  Albert.  Barbarian  ! 

Ulr.  Struck  with  horror  at  the  dire  command,  I  was 
about  to  renounce  all  homage  to  so  inhuman  a  lord,  and 
refuse  obedience  ;  yet,  reflecting  that  some  ruffian  might 
easily  be  procured  to  perpetrate  the  ruthless  deed,  I 
feigned  consent,  to  save  the  infant’s  life;  and,  hastening 
to  the  cave,  received  the  child.  The  little  innocent, 
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smiling  in  my  face,  seemed  to  claim  that  pity  at  my  hands 
which  my  heart  prompted  me  to  exercise  towards  her  ; 
while  the  hope  of  one  day  restoring  the  infant  to  her 
afflicted  parents  gave  me  courage  to  brave  every  danger. 

Count  Albert.  Worthy  man!  Yet  say,  who  were  the 
parents  of  the  ill-fated  Sylvana? 

Ulr.  I  am  sworn  to  secrecy  ;  suffice  it  that  she  is  of 
noble  blood.  After  living  fifteen  years  as  a  hermit  in 
the  deepest  recesses  of  the  forest,  to  escape  the  cruel 
vigilance  of  my  inhuman  master,  I  occasionally  ventured 
forth  to  make  inquiries,  and  learned  that  my  lord, 
alarmed  at  my  not  returning,  had  absconded,  and  fixed 
his  future  residence  in  Franconia. 

Count  Albert.  Franconia,  say  you  ?  His  name — was 
it  Count  von  Cleriburg  ? 

Ulr.  You  have  guessed  aright. 

Count  Albert.  My  father  !  Oh,  wretched  son  !  to  be 
obliged  to  blush  for  the  crimes  of  thy  parent ! 

Ulr.  You  young  Albert,  whom  I  so  often  fondled  in 
these  aged  arms  ?  Oh,  let  me  once  more  clasp  thee  to 
my  heart !  [They  embrace. 

Count  Albert.  I  am,  indeed,  the  son  of  cruel  Cleri¬ 
burg.  Yet  conclude  thy  mournful  narration. 

Ulr.  Sylvana's  father,  returning  ultimately  from  the 
holy  wars,  and  a  favourable  opportunity  presenting  it¬ 
self,  I  resolved  to  claim  for  my  beloved  foster  child  the 
privileges  of  her  birth.  Accordingly,  I  this  morning 
proceeded  on  my  important  errand,  but  could  not  gain 
admittance.  On  my  departure,  I  enjoined  Sylvana  not 
to  wander  from  our  cave  ;  but  judge  of  my  terror  on  re¬ 
turning — she  was  no  where  to  be  found  !  I  have  sought 
her — made  the  forest  ring  with  her  beloved  name,  but 
all  in  vain;  for  she  is  gone — my  joy!  my  hope!  my 
comfort !  gone  for  ever  ! 

Count  Albert.  Do  not  despair.  [Crossing  to  L."]  I  will 
order  my  attendants  to  search  the  forest,  and  hope  in  a 
few  moments  to  restore  her  to  your  arms.  Conrad  ! 

Conrad  comes  through  the  cut-vjood ,  from  r.  c. —  Ulrico 

retires  up,  R. 

Con.  My  lord. 

Count  Albert.  Call  my  attendants. 

[Conrad  sounds  his  horn. 

Con.  [Looking  off,  I..}  Methinks  I  see  the  glimmering 
of  torches. 
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Enter  Crips  through  the  cut-wood,  i..c. 

Crips.  More  company  coming — there's  plenty  of  ’em 
now— there’s  nothing  to  fear.  Hut  this  morning,  when 
there  was  a  bear  to  kill,  not  a  soul  was  to  be  found  but 
Jerernias  Crips.  [ Observing  Ulrico,  he  steps  aside.]  Old 
Mystery  here  still  ! 

Enter  Count  Albert’s  Followers  through  the  cut-wood,  R.  C. 

Count  Albert.  Go,  make  diligent  search  for  a  young 
maiden,  who  has  been  lost  in  the  mazes  of  the  forest. 
Away  !  [Ereimf  Attendants,  L.  and  R. 

Con.  Let  us  be  gone,  my  lord,  before  we  are  invited 
to  the  second  course  of  the  grand  treat  we  experienced 
at  the  castle  this  evening. 

Count  Albert .  Never  shall  it  be  said  that  Count  Al¬ 
bert  fled  from  danger.  Let  them  come — be  they  who 
they  may,  they  shall  find  us  ready  to  receive  them. 

Enter  Festheim  and  several  of  Count  Rudolph’s  Followers, 
with  torches,  l.  U.  e. 

Fes.  (l.)  Here  we  are,  then,  once  more  in  this  con¬ 
founded  forest.. 

Crips,  (c.)  Yes,  but  I’ve  got  the  start  of  you,  as  usual. 
I’m  always  the  first  in  danger,  you  know — the  bear,  for 
instance.  [ Retires  tip,  L. 

Count  Albert,  (r.)  [_To  Festheim.~\  Whom  seek  you,  my 
friend  ? 

Fes.  The  aged  father  of  a  lovely  maiden,  who  has 
long  inhabited  a  cavern  in  this  forest. 

Vlr.  [Coming  forward,  L.  c.]  Heaven  be  praised  !  lam 
that  father  !  Oh  say,  where  is  my  darling  child  ?  Is 
she  alive  and  well  ? 

Fes.  She  is,  and  in  perfect  safety,  at  Count  Rudolph’s 
castle,  whither  you  are  requested  to  accompany  us. 

Ulr.  Most  gladly.  Rut  first  permit  me  to  fetch  the 
proofs  which  confirm  my  assertion,  and  leave  no  doubt 
of  Sylvana’s  noble  birth.  [Exit,  r.  ij.  e. 

Count  Albert.  Speak — how  fares  the  Lady  Matilda! 

Fes.  Of  her,  my  lord,  I  only  know,  that  her  father, 
Count  A  del  hart,  highly  incensed,  keeps  her  in  close 
confinement. 

Count  Albert.  Ill-fated  maid ! 

Crips.  [CW»£  forward,  c.]  More  company  coming, 
and  all  by  candle-light,  too.  This  way,  gentlemen— 
this  way. 
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Enter  Hugo,  L.  U.  e.,  with  a  ’party  of  Count  Adelhart's 
Followers ,  bearing  torches. 

Hugo.  By  the  glimmering  of  torches,  they  should  be 
hereabouts. 

Fes.  (l.)  Who  comes  there  ?  [Crips  retires  up,  l. 

Hugo.  Hugo,  knight  at  arms  to  the  noble  Count 
Adelhart.  Say,  have  you  seen  aught  of  the  young 
Count  Albert  1 

Count  Albert.  Count  Albert  is  here  to  answer  for  him¬ 
self.  What  seek  ye  of  him  ? 

Hugo.  You  will  follow  us,  my  lord,  if  you  please. 

Count  Albert.  Whither? 

Hugo.  Back  to  the  castle  of  Count  Adelhart. 

Con.  [Aside  to  Albert .]  Your  deadliest  foe,  my  lord. 

Count  Albert.  [To  Hugo .]  I  will  not  quit  the  forest 
under  such  an  escort. 

Hugo.  If  you  refuse,  my  lord,  we  must  use  force. 

Count  Albert.  E’en  as  you  like,  sir  :  you  will  find  our 
swords  as  ready  as  our  will.  Conrad,  give  the  signal. 

Con.  [Sounding  his  horn.]  Another  skirmish  !  [Draws.] 
That’s  just  the  thing  for  me,  as  long  as  I  have  but  fair 
play. 

Enter  Albert's  Followers,  R.  and  L.  u.  E. — they  form  behind 
their  master,  R.,  and  stand  ready  for  combat. 

Crips.  [Coming  forward,  c.]  Now,  really,  gentlemen, 
I  can  see  no  necessity  whatsoever  for  all  these  warlike 
preparations.  Couldn’t  you  settle  your  disputes  in  a 
friendly  way,  without  the  sin  of  blood-shedding  ?  Yet, 
if  you  are  determined  on  cutting  one  another’s  throats, 
’tis  no  concern  of  mine.  [Crosses  to  L.,  and  joins  the  party 
under  Festheim's  command.]  The  party  I  belong  to  are 
obliged  to  stand  neuter,  as  you  see  ;  or,  depend  upon  it, 
I’d  show  you  how  to  handle  a  sword,  and  tight  like  a  gen¬ 
tleman. 

Fes.  Hold  thy  idle  tongue,  and  get  thee  gone. 

Count  Albert.  Why  parley  thus  ?  Who  dares  insult 
me  dies  upon  the  spot! 

Hugo.  [To  his  Followers.]  Seize  him  ! 

Count  Albert.  Not  at  thy  bidding,  slave  !  Come  on  ! 

Fes.  Though  this  quarrel  is  no  concern  of  mine,  by 
St.  Dominick  I  will  not  suffer  this.  The  young  knight 
has  proved  himself  a  hero,  and  I’ll  not  see  him  insulted 
by  a  set  of  sly,  sneaking  fellows,  who  come  upon  him 
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like  so  many  wolves  in  the  dark.  [7o  his  party .]  Draw, 
and  defend  the  noble  Count  Albert ! 

Con.  [Sarcastically  to  Crisps.]  Now,  Signor  Crips,  you 
have  a  glorious  opportunity  for  showing  your  bravery, 
for  your  party  is  no  longer  neuter. 

Crips.  [ Perplexed .]  So  I  would,  but — this  is  not  the 
proper  place  ;  besides,  we — have — no  orders  to  fight, 
and  I  never  draw  without  my  master’s  orders. 

Con.  Psha  !  you’re  no  better  than  a  paltry  coward. 

Crips.  Coward  !  you’re  all  witnesses — he  called  me  a 
coward.  [To  Conrad.]  Sir — [Crossing  to  R.]  you’ll  hear 
from  me  some  other  time.  [Exit  in  haste ,  R. 

Fes.  [To  Hugo.]  Desist,  sir,  from  your  purpose,  or 
dread  the  consequences. 

Count  Albert.  [To  Festheim.]  Your  interference,  sir,  is 
an  honour  to  your  heart:  yet  Albert  and  his  trusty  fol¬ 
lowers  need  it  not.  Come  on,  I  say  !  ’tis  thus  1  punish 
the  creatures  of  a  tyrant. 

Re-enter  Ulrico,  r.  u.  e.,  rushing  between  them. 

Ulr.  (c.)  Hold  ;  nor  wantonly  shed  human  blood  ! 

Hugo.  We  act  but  in  obedience  to  our  orders.  If  the 
young  knight  will  accompany  us - 

Fes.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  to  go :  Count  Rudolph  will 
again  protect  you. 

Count  Albert.  Fear  is  a  stranger  to  this  breast — agreed  ! 
[Aside.]  To  see  my  adored  Matilda  once  again,  1  could 
brave  e’en  death  itself.  I  will  accompany  you — lead 
on.  [Exeunt  omnes ,  I.,  u.  E, 

SCENE  II. — Grand  Gothic  Hall  in  Count  Adelhart’s 

Castle. 

Enter  A  DEEM  art,  r.  s.  e. 

GRAND  SC EN A — Ad elh a rt — Basso. 

Oh,  cruel  fate!  how  dost  thou  mar  my  peace! 

Destroying 

My  happiness!  Blind  tyrant,  cease 
Thy  malice— all  my  bliss  alloying. 

Matilda!  oh,  how  couldst  tbon 
Thus  my  doting  heart  deceive  1 
Refusing  Rudolph’s  hand, 

In  spite  of  my  command  1 
Yet,  I’ll  no  longer  grieve : 

No  1  on  this  forest  girl 

Will  l  at  once  destruction  hurl. 

What!  see  my  dearest  treasure 
Insulted  beyond  measure! 
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No!  no!  Fate’s  malice  I  defy  ! 

The  very  thought  is  pleasing — 

The  rival  of  my  child  shall  die.' 

Thus  my  revenge  appeasing. 

The  courage  which  I  teel. 

No  secret  fears  depressing. 

Shall  turn  this  heart  to  steel, 

My  every  nerve  possessing. 

(  Dolce.) 

Matilda,  while  I  seek  thy  good, 

Canst  thou  behold  thy  father  grieving. 

Matilda  !  I  could  shed  my  blood, 

Thy  griefs,  dear  maid,  thy  wrongs  relieving. 

Death  to  the  stranger  rude, 

To  seize  what  most  1  cherish ; 

Whoever  dares  intrude 

Shall  as  my  victim  perish. 

Enter  Sylvana,  cautiously,  and  alarmed ,  L.  u.  E. 

Count  A.  (r.)  Ah  !  the  forest  girl!  now  for  my  re¬ 
venge  !  [To  Sylvana.']  How  dar’st  thou  presume  to  enter 
my  castle  in  search  of  the  noble  Count  Rudolph  ? 

[Sylvana  (l.)  implores  his  pardon  for  taking  such  a  liberty . 

Count  A.  I  demand  an  answer!  speak  ! 

Sylvana  places  her  forefinger  on  her  lips. 

Count  A.  What,  dumb  !  Then  do  thy  eyes  alone  con¬ 
tain  the  poison  which  has  so  infatuated  Count  Rudolph’s 
heart !  [  Regarding  Sylvana  with  a  stern  air. 

Sylvana  looks  tenderly  in  his  face,  and,  as  if  overcome  by 
some  powerful  sympathy,  seizes  his  hand,  and  impresses  on  it  a 
kiss. 

Count  A.  [Snatching  away  his  hand.]  Begone  !  [Aside.] 
What  is  it  that  thus  agitates  my  bosom  at  the  sight  of 
this  wild  forest  maiden  ?  But  away  with  the  puerile 
sensation!  As  long  as  this  viper  lives,  she  will  prove 
the  destroyer  of  my  fondest  hopes  ;  and,  now  within  my 
power,  I  am  resolved  to  rid  me  of  her  hated  presence — 
She  dies  !  [Draws  a  dagger. 

Sylvana  kneels  at  his  feet,  imploring  mei'cy. 

TRIO. 

Count  A.  Death  to  the  maid! 

[■ Sylvana  supplicates  for  mercy. 

Never !  never ! 

Terror  and  sadness, 

Pity  and  rage, 

Drive  me  to  madness  ! 

Nought  can  assuage 
The  anguish  that  tortures  this  breast ! 

Yet  I’ll  not  cherish 
Pity  for  her  I  detest — 

No!  she  shall  perish  !  [Offers  to  stab  her. 


42 


SYLVAN A. 


[ACT  II. 


Matilda  and  Count  Rudolph  rush  in,  l.  u.  e. 

Mat.  [r.  c.]  Hold  ! 

Count  R.  (L.)  Hold  !  monster,  forbear  ! 

Nor  harm  so  fair  a  flower! 

[Raises  Sylvana ,  and  draws  his  sword. 
To  shield  tier  be  my  care, 

From  ev'ry  Tyrant's  power  ! 

Count  A.  [To  Count  R.)  Thee  doth  she  love  !  beware  ! 

My  wrongs  shall  be  resented  ! 

Mat.  Dear  father  !  pray  forbear  ! 

In  what  hath  she  offended  ?  [Sylvana  trembles. 
Omnes.  See  !  see  her  throbbing  breast ! 

Poor  maiden,  it  resembles 
The  ocean,  ne’er  at  rest — 

Poor  maiden,  how  she  trembles  ! 

Count  A.  [Moved,  crosses  to  Sylvana,  l.]  Begone!  depan  in  peace! 

[To  Count  Rudolph. 

And  now,  before  high  Heaven, 

Count  Rudolph  may  with  ease 
Perform  the  vows  lie’s  given. 

Mat.  and  Count  R.  True  joys  we  yet  may  prove, 

By  virtue’s  voice  invited, 

In  friendship’s  bands  united, 

Thougu  ^  ^  I  cannot  love. 

Count  A.  [To  Matilda .]  Not  love  him  !  Then  rely 
Upon  a  father’s  anger  ! 

Count  R.  Who  treats  me  like  a  stranger? 

Daring  to  dictate  ? 

Count  A.  [Incensed.]  I  ! 

Count  R.  [Sarcastically.]  Appease  your  angry  mood  ! 

Mat.  Pray,  sir,  do  not  deride  him. 

Count  A.  (c.)  With  words  1  will  not  chide  him, 

But  take  revenge  in  blood  ! 

He  stamps  on  the  floor,  and  the  hall  is  instantly  filled  with 
armed  Retainers,  who  enter  it.  and  l.  u.  e. 

Mat.  (r.)  and  Count  R.{  l.)  in  the  attitude,  of  prayer. 

To  Heaven  we  bend  in  need  ; 

It’s  love  our  hearts  pervading — 

Save  him  from  perpetrating 
So  black  and  foul  a  deed  ! 

G ount  A.  [Crosses  to  i,.,an:l  seizes  Sylvana.]  I’ll  be  reveng’d  on  fate! 
No  hopes  of  mercy  cherish  ! 

By  my  own  band  shall  peri  h 
‘I  lie  object  of  my  hate. 

He  is  on  the  point  of  stabbing  Sylvana,  when  Ulrico  the 
Hermit,  rushes  in,  L.  u.  E.,  followed  by  Festheim,  Clara, 
and  Retainers — Sylvana  swoons  in  Count  Rudolph's  arms. 

Ulr.  (c.)  Hold,  Count  Adelhart :  or  you  will  be  the 
murderer  of  your  child  ! 

Count  A.  My  child  ! 

Omnes.  His  child ! 
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Ulr.  Yes!  your  own,  your  long-lost  daughter! 

Count  R.  My  dear,  my  beloved  Sylvana,  awake! 

Ulr.  Alas  !  she  sleeps,  1  fear,  to  wake  no  more. 

Mat.  She  revives ! 

Count  A.  What  idle  tale  is  this,  invented  to  deceive  me! 

Ulr.  If  mere  assertion  will  not  suffice,  you  shall  have 
proofs  :  this  diamond  cross  [ Produces  one. J  she  wore 
about  her  neck  the  night  she  was  delivered  to  me  in  the 
forest,  where  I  was  ordered  by  my  inhuman  master  to 
destroy,  yet  spared  her  life.  And,  if  you  still  doubt  [He 
raises  the  sleeve  of  Sylruna’s  dress ,  and  discovers  the  mark,  of  a 
rose-bud  on  her  right  arm.]  behold  this  mark,  stamped  by 
the  hand  of  nature — a  rosebud,  emblem  of  her  heavenly 
charms. 

Count  A.  [Greatly  agitated.]  What  do  I  see?  Yes,  yes; 
it  must  be  so  !  Oh,  bounteous  Providence  !  from  what 
an  abyss  of  crime  and  misery  hast  thou  graciously  pre¬ 
served  me.  [To  Sylvana.]  Revive,  sweet  innocent ;  look 
up,  and  bless  thy  father  with  thy  smiles. 

Mat.  Look  up,  dear  sister  !  fear  not ;  thou  art  safe. 

[ Sylvana  gradually  recovers,  opens  her  eyes,  and  gazes  wildly 

around — then ,  recognizing  Ulrica,  rushes  ivith  a  cry  of  joy 

into  his  arms. 

Syl.  My  father,  my  dear  father  !  save  me — save  me  ! 

Omnes.  Her  father  ! 

Count  R.  Sylvana  speaks  ! 

Syl.  [Tt,  Count  Rudolph.]  My  heart  held  sweetest  con¬ 
verse  with  you,  all  the  time  ;  though  my  tongue  was  si¬ 
lent,  in  obedience  to  my  father’s  commands. 

Ulr.  It  is  true,  that  I,  her  foster-father,  enjoined  her 
to  observe  the  strictest  silence  towards  every  human 
being,  save  myself;  and  her  obedience  to  me  was  never 
known  to  waver.  [To  Count  Add  hart.]  And  now,  Count 
Adelhart,  receive  from  these  aged  hands  your  lovely,  lost 
Sylvana.  [ Crosses  with  Sylvana  to  Count  Adellwrt. 

Count  A.  My  child,  forgive  thy  cruel  father,  and  come 
to  these  arms. 

Syl.  Do  you  mean  me,  my  lord  ? 

Count  A.  Thou  art  my  dearest  child  !  Why  hesitate  ? 

Syl.  [Rather  timidly  embracing  him.]  You  will  not 
frighten  me  so  any  more,  I  hope;  will  you? 

Count  A.  Never!  but  cherish  thee  while  life  remains. 

Syl.  But  you  must  allow  me  to  love  my  dear  father 
Idrico,  as  well.  [Runs  and  embraces  Ulrica.]  And  Rudolph, 
too.  [Runs  and  embraces  him. 
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Count  R.  What  interesting,  heavenly  innocence  I 

Crips.  [Without.]  This  way,  my  lord.  Pray,  don’t  be 
in  the  least  alarmed — you’ve  nothing  to  fear — I’ll  protect 
you. 

Enter  Crips,  Count  Albert,  Conrad,  Hugo,  and  Follow¬ 
ers. ,  L.  U.  E. 

Mat.  Albert ! 

Count  Albert,  (c.)  Matilda! 

[ They  embrace — as ,  likewise ,  Clara  and  Conran . 

Count  A.  [To  Count  Albert.]  Your  father’s  horrid  crimes 
might  justify  my  hatred  ;  but,  since  I  have  found  again 
the  child  he  sought  to  murder,  and  heaven  commands  us 
to  forgive  our  enemies,  I  offer  you  the  hand  and  heartof 
friendship  :  nay,  more,  my  dear  Matilda  shall  be  yours. 

Count  Albert.  Your  hand,  my  lord— love  shall  banish 
all  animosity. 

Count  R.  And  dear  Sylvana  mine  ! 

Count  A.  Take  her.  And  now,  my  children,  accept  a 
father’s  blessing  and  be  happy  ! 

Syl.  Father  Ulrico,  your  blessing,  too. 

[Ulrico  lays  his  hand  on  her  head. 

Crips.  [Pointing  to  Sylvana.]  Now  I’ll  swear  she’s  a 
true  woman,  for  she  has  found  the  use  of  her  tongue. 

Count  A.  [To  Ulrico.]  Be  it  our  first  study  duly  to  re¬ 
ward  the  services  of  this  venerable  hermit. 

Ulr.  My  reward  is  here  [Laying  his  hand  on  his  heart .J, 
and  hereafter.  [Looking  uv  to  heaven. 

Count  A.  Now  let  the  nuptial  festival  commence. 

Love,  wine,  and  music,  banish  ev’ry  care; 

And  rich  and  poor  our  general  bounty  share. 

GRAND  FINALE — with  Torch  Dance. 

With  the  god  of  love  united, 

Hymen,  now,  to  give  a  zest, 

To  our  happiness,  delighted, 

Waves  his  torch,  and  cries — “  Be  bless’d  1” 

TORCH  DANCE — Presto. 

Then  banish  all  sorrow  1 
May  a  glorious  morrow  ' 

The  lovers  aw'ait ; 

While  concord  and  pleasure. 

In  infinite  measure, 

Give  mortals  a  glimpse  of  the  gods’  happy  .date. 
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VOL  IX. 

73  Gipsey  Jack 

74  1. inline 

75  The  Fire  Raiser 
70  Tiie  Golden  Calf 

77  Man- Fred 

78  Charcoal  Burner 

79  “  M  y  Foil  and  my  Partner 

80  The  Sixes  [Joe” 

81  Good  Looking  Fellow 
S2  Wizard  of  the  Moor 

VOL.  X. 

83  Roof  Scrambler 

84  Diamond  Arrow 

1 85  Robber  of  the  Rhine 
80  Eugene  Aram 
i 87  Eddystone  Elf 
|88  My  Wife’s  Husband 

89  Married  Bachelor 

90  Shakspeare’s  Festival 

91  Van  Dieman’s  Land 

92  Le  Pauvre  Jacques 

VOL.  XI. 

93  Rochester 

94  The  Ocean  of  Life 

95  An  Uncle  too  Many 

96  The  Wild  Man 

97  Rover’s  Bride 

98  Beggar  of  Cripplegate 

99  Paul  the  Poacher 

100  Thomas  h  Becket 

101  Pestilence  of  Marseilles 

102  UnfortunaL'MissBailey 

VOL  XII. 

103  Humpbacked  Lover 

104  Bound  ’Prentice  to  a 
Waterman 

105  March  of  Intellect 
100  Joconde 

107  l’lie  Kaitlm  [dusa 
'108  Shipwreck  of  the  Mi- 


Theatre. 

j  109  Chain  of  Guilt 
!  I  Id  Ion 

111  M istleioe  Bough 

112  My  Friend  Thompson 

VOL.  XIII. 

1 13  Battle  of  Sedgemoor 

114  The  Larboard  Fin 

115  Frederick  the  Great 
110  The  'l’li rued  Head 

1  i 7  Whipping  Old  Stairs 

1 18  Man  with  the  carpet  bag 

1 19  Hercules 

120  Female  Massaroni 

121  Reform 

122  Fatal  Snow  Storm 

VOL.  XIV. 

120  Venus  in  Arms 

124  Earl  of  Poverty 

125  Siamese  Twins 

126  Austeriitz 

127  Payable  at  Sight 

128  The  Bull  Fighter 

129  Rich  Man  of  Frankfort 
■  30  Richard  Plantagenet 
131  Don  Quixote 

1'32  Black-Eyed  Sukey 
133  The  Great  Devil 
VOL.  XV. 

184  Curse  of  Mammon 
1 35  Jack  Sheppard 

130  Paul  the  Pilot 

137  The  Boarding  House 

138  Rule  Britannia 

109  The  Twins  of  Warsaw 

140  The  Venetian 

141  The  Bashful  Man 

142  Ravens  of  Orleans 

VOL.  XVI. 

148  Ten  Thousand  a- Year 
141  Under  the  Rose 
145  Sally  in  our  Alley 

110  Haunted  Hulk 


(To  be  nont’iii’i'd.) 
Frier1  67  r'tr’" , 

By  Post  f  d. 


Any  Volume  mav  be  pur¬ 
chased  separately  in  boards. 


